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To the Tune / Cauxvy-Cnacs.” ' 


I. 


G OD ſuccour ſoon our noble King, 
And keep us faithful all; 
A baſe deſertion did of late, 
In College-Green befall. 


W225 

Fierce G— made a dreadful vow, 
Proud Buckingham to fight, 

Whoſe matchleſs power had oft before, 
Diſttęſs d this little wight. | 

Hl. | 

And thrice he wound his bugle horn, 
His horn both loud and ſhrill, |, 

The Rats came trooping to his pipe, 
Obedient to his will. 


From Tipperary's fertile fields, 
Came C— , briſk and keen, 
Well ſkill'd to aim the ſhaft conceal'd, 
But bad in fight I ween.- 
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Next floating on a dung- boat came, 
Along the Grand Canal, 
With W—Ife, and B—gh, and C- . 
The Lord High Admiral. 
_ VI 


In all the pomp of Eaſtern pride, 


He grimly ey'd the flood, 
And rul'd with arbitrary ſway, 
'The boatmen as he ſtood. 


VII. 
Then from his dark monaſtic cell, 
With harmleſs cannons grac'd, 
Crept forth eccleſiaſtic 5 — ne, 
In legal armour cas'd. | 


VIII 
His ſpear was of that gander's quill, 
That fav'd the capitol, 
A parchment helmet too he wore, 
To faye his paper ſkull. 


IX |; 


His - ſhield was form'd of many ſheets, 


Of Puffendorf de Jure, 

His gorget was of Grotius too, , 
To guard the little Fury. 

| X. 

Then ſneaking came great G— G— 
And fome of ſmall renown, 

Bold G——# ſaw, and ſadly ſoon 
He caſt his eyes adown. 


} 4 | 
But quick with happy thoughts inſpir'd, 
He ſtarts and crie$ aloud, - 


Let thoſe who now for penſions figh, 
With haſte come join the crowd. 


XII. 


Leave 


{{3+): 


"th DX 
Leave fooliſh Buckingham for me, 
And to my ſtandard run, 
Haſte to ſalute the riſing Day, 
Forſake the ſetting Sun. 


XIII. 
Thoſe that have Rouge ſhall have more,” 
And thoſe that have not, ſhall, 
And thoſe who like it hare their fill, 
. and cabal. = oy 


XIV. f 
Theſe words with mighty 1 wolbe, 
On Bald Sir John the Paviour, 
Who would for thirty pence e 0 
Bam his Lord and 1 ST DA 
He ſoon, for denden fine} e 
Is not in him inherent, 35 
Hurl'd Paving-Hones and channel-ditt, 
Upon the King's Vicegeret. 
XVI. 
He talk'd of jobbing, and what wal Vt! 
Till Harcourt's Ghoſt appeard, 
His ſhroud. with Icicles was bung. 4 | 


xVn. 0 
The Paviour ſhrunk, his blood was chill'd, 
But Harcourt (till came niglh err 
Till to remove the deadly cold, TS $60 
He rak'd the Soldier's fire. 
. XVIII. 0 
Falſe L=-f—s came and P—ſ—y, | 
But who'd expect to find, 
A ſteadineſs in Men who live, 
By watching of the Wind. 


B 2 XIX. Then 
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| ME; 
Then Gervais tum'd, tho! at the Act, 
Nunc meminiſſe horret ; "ey 
Yet long he beat the Buſh Shams. 
To find a Reaſon for it. 


XX, 
Then ſhifted Jack, for — end, 
I mean old Jack the Prancer, | 
Who tho' the gout. has cramp'd, his toes, 
Is ſtill a noble dancer. 


-e Og—e too, who ne'er before, 
A thought of baſeneſs harbour d, 

Now hid his face, then veer'd 3 
And ſtation'd on the larboard. | 


XXII a 

Then lofty buſkin'd —. too, 
Reign'd Pegaſus about, is 

Tho gorg'd with Favours Jate recer'd, 
Yet join'd in G, Rout, | 


XXIII. 
But why ſhould I of private Men, 
Take thus ſuperfluous notice, 
When thoſe in truſt and confidence, 
Thought fit to act the Proteus? 
XXIV. 
When Sh——7 and his light Dragoons, 
And L—-—r and his brothers, 
Left Buckingham to ſave himſelf, 
And went to join the others. 
XXV. 
But faithful John Fitzgibbon ſtay d, 
To help his Royal Maſter ; 
Kilwarlin, Maſon, - Beresford, 
Diſdain'd to ſet the Daſtard. 


XVI. And 
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VXVXVI. * 
And thus J pray that our good King 
May be in health cer long, 
To ſtarve thoſe Rats that fled the Ship, 
And fo I end my ſong. 
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Tur HOPES or Tus PARTY, 


A NEW SONG, 
To the tune of „ Gooſtrum Foo,” &c. 


OF late we were all ſtout and hearty, 

Becauſe of the ſtate of our King 3 

But alas! all the hopes of the pany 

Are fled, what a terrible thing ? F + 
Sing gooſtrum, &c. 

Where now is his Honour the Maſter > © | 

Oh ! he's 12 a meſſage to Wales; 
If he can he'll avoid a diſaſter, 
No matter which party prevails. 


Sing gooſtrum, & c. 


We much fear that all hopes of promotion, 

Muſt now be foregone by his Grace ; 

Since by failure of party commotion, 

He has miſs'd a Vice Treaſurer's place. 
Sing gooltrum, &c. 

The poor Duke of Armagh's high ambition, 

Mut lie for a while on the ſhelf; 

For his friends, we lament their condition, 


Since he can't e en ꝑtovide for himſelf, 
Sing gooſtrum, &c. 


1— 4 


"R690 
Lad L=-—s, the ſ— r, the ſcoff is, 


#3 Al Of all where his conduct is known; 
all He, for Peerage, or Penſion, or office, 
10 LE, Would vote een Old Nick on the Throne, 
1 Sing gooſtrum, &c. 
| al As for S—— ſince e er we have known him, 


His friendſhip we all diſavow ; 
E'en his father himſelf wou'd diſown him, 
Cou'd he peep from his lodgings below. 


fo Sing gooſtrum, &c. 
1 Thee infatiate ambition of Harry, 
0 FE. A deſperate check now attends ; 


And ſince ey'ry point he can't carry, 
He'll vent all his ſpleen on his friends. 
Sing gooſtrum, &e. 
Let Brunſwick, however, beware, Sir, 
His ire, (tho* ſhe fits on the Throne); 
Since our Hal has thought fit to declare, Sir, 
That his title's as good as her own, 
Sing gooſtrum, Ke. 


As for P——9 s fruitleſs endeavour, 
To graſp all the pow'r in the realm; 


- The party will certainly never 
_ 7 Submit, to ſee him at the helm. 
4 4 Sing gooſtrum, &c, 
4 Brother Georgy ſucceed to Fitzgibbon, 
4 1 L e Mis fill Beresford's place, 
4 Joey H——re get a ſtar and a ribbon, 
1 Arid himſelf go in ſtate with the mace. 
4 Sing gooſtrum, Sc. 
7 : There's B——e that foul-mouth'd old ſinner, 
1 His jobs muſt be all brought to light; 
| BR For in ſpite of his margaux and dinner. 
3 Lach gueſt will forſake the bald Knight, 
Ri Sing gooſtrum, &c. 


(7 


Pert C-—0, that great gladiator, 
| Wiſh'd to wear the Solicitor's gown ; 
But now the poor pitiful prater, 
Muſt &en be content with his own. 
Sing gooſtrum, &c. 


G—y B— e, C—fﬀ, and L——e, and H-tt-n, 
Have run on the wrong ſide the poſt, 
Let us ſee if their friend Harry G- tt—n, 
Will make up to them what they have loſt. 
| Sing gooſtrum, &c. 
Tho' this change of all hope has bereft us, 
Let us not our endeavours forego, 
There is ſtill one expedient left us, 
So let's try what Round Robin can do. 
Sing gooſtrum, &e, 
But if every attempt to keep places 
Should fail, and we're all turn'd out, 
'T will be time then to lengthen our faces, 
Till then puſh the jorum about. 
Sing gooſtrum, &c. 


THE AMBASSADORS 
EXTRAORDINARY. 


41 1 3 


I. 
TH' Ambaſſadors proud of their office ſo great, 
Over the wat'ry wave, 
Tir Ambaſſadors proud of their office ſo great, 
In the Ducheſs of Rutland ſet fail for Parkgate, 
With their haily, gaily, gamboraily, rumbling, tumbling, 
Jumbling, fumbling, over the wa'try wave. 
| Sn >, 
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_ II. 
They came to his Highneſs dreſt out in new cloths, 
Over the wat'ry wave, 
Having e a week for to turn out their Toes, 
With their n &c. 


a III. 

Then they bow'd and they ſcrap d with obedience fo — 
Over the wat'ry wave, 

You'd think they were taking off Punch in the ſhow, 
With their haily, &c, 


IV. 
Pleaſe your Highneſs, our nation fo loyal and true, 
Over the wat'ry wave, 
As Regent, unfetter'd, has bid us greet you, 
With our haily, &c, 
V. 
And we ſcorn for to limit a Prince that's ſo good, 
Over the wat'ry wave, 
For whom we are ready to forfeit our blood, 
With our r hally, &c. 


VI. 
For your friends you may now 3 with great eaſe, 
Over the wat'ry wave, 
And we'll pay any abſentee penſions you pleaſe, 
With our haily, &c. 
VII. 
Quoth the Prince, my good people, you're now come too late, 
Over the wat'ry wave, 
My Father is well, and is ruling the ſtate, 
With our haily, &c. 
VIII. 
Tell poor Iriſh Paddy, Im much to him bound, 


Over the wat'ry wave, 


And ungrateful, I truſt, I ſhall never be found, 
For his haily, &c. 


IX. But 


("3:7 
IX. 
But as matters are now, you muſt doubtleſs ſubmit, 


Over the wat'ry wave; 


And court the Eb ſent over by Pitt. 
With a . &c. 


, X. 
But Fra now from hence, and get out of his . 
Over the wat'ry wave, 
For fear that he ſends you all fix to the Tow r, 
For your haily, &. 
XI. 
Quoth the Duke to himſelf, we have done a viſe thing, 
Over the wat'ry wave, 
I wiſh I had never deſerted my King, 
With my haily, &c. 


XII. 


Quoth C—1—t's peer, they will rail, and they'l laugh, 
Over the wat'ry wave, 
And I fear I ſhall never be Duke of Armagh, 
For my haily, &c. 
| XIII. 
I find, ſays Tom Turf, we're come after the fair, 


Over the wat'ry wave, 
And Billy mult loſe the Poſt-office and Chair, 


For my haily, &c. 
XIV. 
Tu return ſays O'Neal, ſince the King has his own, 


Over the wat'ry wave, 
And Preſbyter Jemmy ſet out for Tyrone, 


With his haily, &c. 
| XV. | 
80 the bulls they came back all with fleas in their ears, 
Over the wat'ry wave, 
And here W_ remain for our gibes and our jeers, 
For their haily, &e. 


C A COMICAL 


A COMICAL NEW 
"No is 
CALLED BY WAY OF 1TS TITLE, 
DE LAW OF DE LYE, 

o u, | 


7 LARRY CUT DOWN. 
DE night dat poor Larry was ſtrecht, 
De boys were all gedder'd about him, 
And when in de dirt he was ketch'd, 
Oh! how de young black-guards did flout him! 
De lad was as full as a tick, 
Of de gall he brought over from London, 
Dat damn'd ſecond-hand gall made him ſick, 
And t'was den dat poor Larry was undone. 
| Becauſe why his nurſe was ſo foul 


At firſt de ſweet youth he was ſhy, 
But when dat the jaw it 1un higher, - 
He gave little Harry de lye, 
« By de Peter,” ſays he, you're a liar.” 
Den Harry looked round at de Houſe, 
While de Members all, wiſh'd for to back him; 
As if Larry was only a louſe, 
Dat would dirty his nails for to crack him. 
For Larry he look'd rather ſmalk 


Den Sandy ſo ſweet and fo bluff, 
Came and frown'd like de Divle by Larry ; 
Whereupon, in a giffy, Jem Cuffe, 
Brought his bum to an anchor near Harry. 


En "&; 


Says Jemmy, dear Hal, 'tis a. farce, 
- Give de boy but his twine, and don't mind him ; 
In his face I'll ſoon ſhew you his arſe, 
Oh! his ſweet arſe won't ſtay long behind him; 
For Sandy will bring it about, 


Den up got the pavier ſo ſtout, 
With his face both behind and before him, 
And made de poor young man to pout, 
Ob! you'd grieve for to ſee how he tore hun. 
Sir Lucius den ſtird up de next, 
And de point of de priv'lege he handled ; 
Den he took up—and laid down de text, 
Den he ſmil'd den his bonnet he dandled z 
Den left de point juſt where he found it. 


De Pro—ſt den roſe in his place, 
For to give to de Houſe informat'on ; | 
He faid 'twas a wonderful caſe, 
De moſt wonderful in de whole nat on. 
As for Larry, ſays he, I'm his friend, 
But, by G—d, to de beſt of my knowledge, 
Unleſs thoſe bad manners he'll mend, 
He'll be flung out by Frank from de College ; 
And dat ſure would be a 4 ting. 


Den Sandy ſtooped down to his ear, 
And faid ſomething dat made him look paler, 

As if de danin'd gibbet was near, 
And de neck-cloth was brought by de jailer, 

But Jacky Fitzgibbons fo grave, * 
When he ſaw the boy all were fo bard on, 

Dear Larry ſays he for to ſave 
Your ſweet life, you muſt tip dem de pardon, 

And double de grill upon Sandy. 


Den he pop't up ſo tall and fo pale, 
And good Chriſtians fays he in de nat'on, 
I knock under to ſimple repeal, 
And I here make my renunciati'n : | 
C 2 Nor 
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| Nor no longer poor Larry detain'd, 
For he thought de rogues ſtill at his crupper, 
And when dat de College he gained, 
He parceived he'd made room for his ſupper, 
For his ſweet a—ſe came back to its duty. 


* 


* k 


DE KILMAINHAM BALLID. 


"iy 
THOUGH. I would look big and jolly, 
Still I left to cry alone! 
Divil take me for my folly, 
Not to let the hacks alone ! 
Tirollee, tiralliddy, 
Tirollee, tirollee, | 
Not forgetting teerellady, &c. 
=_ 
Oh they had nearly done my biſneſs, 
| Tho” I talk'd fo big and ſtout— 
All but far the convaliſcence 
Soon I muſt have—ſoap'd my ſnout ! 
: Tirollol, 


III. 
Tittle-tattle, lie, and twaddle, 

Lie and twaddle all the day! 
Who'll defend my a—ſe and noddle, 
When they get me hence away ? 

Tirollol. 


'" BY 
Harvey , Aſton, Billy Cotton, 
You're the lads were full of tricks ; 
J thought I was as dead as mutton, 
When I danc'd between two flicks 4 
Tirollol. 


v. Tlere 
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V. — 
There I am a ſimple M= 8g, 
Here I muſt contrive to ſtay 
Lord have mercy on my carcaſs! 
Amen! let Lewellyn ſay! 
| Tirollol, . 
Not for getting Mary Neal. 
N W. 
Fetch and carry, lie, and twaddle, 
Lie and twaddle all the day! 
Had I brains as much as—noddle, 
More I'd 4%, and lefs I'd ſay. 
Tirollol. 
VII. 
' Crowd ye! crowd ye! crowd ye! crowd ye! 
Crowd ye to me! STILL I fay! | 
' But=(if the crowd would let me ſoftly), 


I'd crowdee ſoon myſelf away. 
Dirollol, tirollidy, tirollol, tirollee — 


Tirollol, and tirollee—too !likewiſe ! 
And quite forgetting tirolliddy. 


VII.. 
Place and penſion to each Member, 
Ard * good fir! pray make no doubt !” 


But each promiſe to remember 
Cocker could not—make them out ! 
Tirollol. 


Friends I've made=by lies and flutter, 

| But they were not ſtaunch or—clean ! 

They chang'd ſides acroſs the gutter, 

And the gutter—— lies between ! 
Tirollol “ quick and ready,” 
Tirollol, ** ſee me, fee !” 
Tirollol, P'm ſturdy, 
Trolleddy !-one—two—three ! 


X. Againſt 


L 14; ) 
X. 

Againſt Caulfield and Fitzgerald, 
Nightmen all ſhall make me ſport, 
From the gutter (or the garret) . 
They, by G—d ſhall fling the — dirt. 

Tirollol. 


Crowd ye! crowd ye! crowd ye! 
Crowd ye! crowd ye! fill I fay— 
Had I rawenty more of crowdy, 
Oh! then I'd bilk, and—run away! 


— 


Frou an ENGLISH PAPER wũW crve 


IRISH WONDERS!!! 
* THOSE Gentlemen who may wiſh to have a ſight of 


the SX VERY CURIOUS ANIMALS that are juſt land- 


„ - - . . * LY 


. 
- - * 


c 


ed from IR E LAND, are reſpectfully informed that their ſtay 
in the METROPOLIS will be very ſhort. They are eſ- 
tcemed by all thoſe who have ſeen them, as the greateſt 
living curiofities—the Mons TRQUs CRAaws not ex- 
cepted. They are to be ſhewn to His Royar, Hicn- 
NESS the Pxince of WALEs, to whom they are to 
pay their compliments; and after that they may be ſeen by 
the public.” 
* Admittance, a Thirteener each perſon.” 


Character peeps out at ſmall openings. —When Charles 
XII was aſſaſſinated, his right hand went inſenſibly upon 
his ſaword hi/t ! When the Duke of Bedford heard of the 
Iriſh ambaſſaders arrival, both his hands fell upon his breech- 
es forkets I 

Foreign Ambaſſadors Allowance, —If Extraordinary, they 
have 81. a day if not, 5l.— In regard to the Iriſh ambaſſa- 
dors, they certainly are Foreign to the whole matter —and 
who can ſay they ate not Extraordinary “ 


6 'T of 


„ 


d The ardour of political conteſt is at length giving way to 
« pleaſanter . things. Extraordinary Gentlemen from Ireland 
* have been invited every where—to the private concerts, 
&c. of Lord EX RTE A, Lord Buck NOHA M, &c. and 
the Ir;/þ Howl is now every where to be heard!“ 
* The Jriſþ Howl was the only omiſlion at Miss Ha- 
* MILTON's ſplendid concert. In every other reſpect, it 
vas very complete. 


SIX AMAZING IRISH BULLS. 


«+ Theſe Curious Animals are to be ſeen from ten in the 
morning till five o'clock in the afternoon, at which time 
© they go to feed, 

« The Old Bull, who is called the Duke, from being 
« bredina Duke's Park, is truly worth ſeeing. At the word 
of command, you may make him croſs over and change 
« ſides, as naturally as a Chriſtian ; and he is fo docile, will 
* take any thing from any body. The o:her BULL s are equal- 
ly curious—and merit the attention of the public.“ 

* If any body ſhould be inclined to purchaſe them before 
they leave Lo NDO they may be bad a bargain” 


THE VICAR OF BRAY. 


J. 
IN good King GEORGE's golden days, | 
When loyalty no harm meant, 
All Caſtle Meaſures I did praiſe, 
And fo 1 got preferment : 
To teach my ſons I took great pains, G 
How many bleſſings ſpring, 


That place and penſions were the gains. 
Of following the King. 


„ 
And this is law I wili maintain 
As far as I can fee, Sir; 
That whatſoever party reign, 
A Placeman | will be, Sir. 
] II. But 
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II. | . 8 

But if the Pe obtain the Crown, 
And Popery come in faſhion, 

The Church of England I'll hoot down, 
And read my Recantation. 

The Church of Rome will well agree 
With College Conſtitution 

And Fellows all ſhall Jeſuits be, 
Spite of the Revolution. 


, 


nes. 
And this is law I will maintain, 
As far as I] can ſee, Sir: 
That whatſoever party reign, 
A Placeman I will be, Sir. 


III. 

And as the P—ce they kive declar'd, 
And F—x's Party lead, 

With ' this new wind about I've veer'd, 
And joined the RATS with ſpeed : 

All promiſes I quickly broke, 
Set Conſcience at a diſtance, 

But ſure no party I forſook, 
While they could make reſiſtance, 


G n 6 . | 
Ard this is law I will maintain 
As far as I can ſee, Sir, 


That whatſoever party reign, 
A Placeman | will be, Sir. 


| IV. 

But if Will P- ſhail be the man, 
And threaten to revenge, 

I'll be the firſt to join his clan, 
And ſpeedily will change : 

I never was to party ſtaunch, 
Nor never will, I vow, Sir; 

With each ftrong party I wil launch, 


And never will be true, Sir. 
CHORUS, 


( 


CHORU Ss. 
And this is law I will maintain, 
As far as I can ſee, Sir; 
That whatſoever party reign, 
A Placeman | will be, Sir. 


- V. 

Whoeer in Pudding Times comes 0'er, 
For moderate Men get nought, Sir, 

Tho' much I have I'll till aſk more, 
They ne'er got who ne'er ſought, Sir; 

And thus Preferment I've procur'd, 
By Government ſupporting ; 

The Setting Sun I've ſtill abjur'd, 
The riſing ſtill am courting. 


CHORUS, 
And 'this is law I will maintain, 
As far as I can ſee, Sir ; 
That whatſoever party reign, 
A Placeman | will be, Sir. | 


; VI. 

To George the Third of Hanover, 
And Proteflant Succeſſion; 

To theſe 1 do Allegiance ſwear, 
While they can keep Poſſeſſion; 

For in my Faith and Loyalty, 
I never more will faulter ; 

And he my Lawful King ſhall be, 
Untill the Times ſhall alter. 


CHORUS. 
And this is law, I will maintain, 
As far as I can ſee, Sir, 
That whatſoever party reign, 


* 


n INCANTATION 
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INCANTATION FOR RECOVERY, 


PERFORMED BY HIS MAJESTY'S SERVANTS AT 
WESTMINSTER. | 


iſt Wiren. | 
THRICE the Doctots have been beard, 


2d Wirtcsx. 
Thrice the Mouſe's hour conferr'd. 


zd Wirtcn. 
Thrice has Sidney cock'd his Chin, 
Jacky cries. —begin,—begin. 
iſt WiTcn. 
Round about the Cauldron go, 
In the full Ingredients throw ; 
Still-born Fætus born and bred, 
In a Lawyer's puzzl'd head, 
Nurs'd by metaphyſic Scott, 
Boil them in th. inchanted Pot. 
. 
Double, double, toil and trouble, 
Free- born and Cauldron bubble. 


2d Wirren. 

Scull that holds the finall remains 

Of old Camden's addle brains; 

Lover of the Lilly hue, 

Which in R——d's carcaſe grew. 

Tears which ſtealing down his cheek, 

Of the rugg'd Thurlow ſpeak; 

All the poignant grief he feels, 

For his Sovereign — or the Seals 

For a charm of powerful trouble, 

Like a Hell-broth boil and bubble. 
Double, double, &c. 
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zd WirTcn. 
Clipping of Corinthian braſs, 
From the viſage of Dundaſs, 
Forged Addrefs deviſed by Roſe, 
_ Half of Pepper Arden's noſe ; 
Smuggled Vote of City Thanks, 
Promiſe of inſidious Banks; 
Add a grain of Rolle's courage, 
To inflame the helliſh porrage. 
iſt Wircn. 
Cool it with Lord Kenyon's blood ; 
Now the charm is firm and good. 
_ 
Double, double, &c. 
Enter HeCaTE. 
Oh, well done,—l commend your pains, 
And every one ſhall ſbare i the gains. 
* Cauldron bubble, &c. 


Fs 


A NEW SONG, 
To the Tune of—* The Prieſt ofthe Pariſh.” 
As it is ſung in all polite Circles. 
Sid 3 


DID you hear that the M has now got enough of it ! 
Cauſe he wou'd not let poor Paddy alone. 
Tho” he flutter'd and ſtorm'd he could never make ſtuff of it. 


Able to raiſe Billy Pitt to the throne. 


II 


When once our good King, whom the Lord ſoon recover ! 
By ſickneſs was render'd to govern unfit, | 

Sly Fitz and the M——wou'd give us no other, 

But rule us themſelves in conjunction with Pitt. 


D 2 II. F bon 


620) 
m. 3 
F—bon declar d, we cou'd never more need a king, 
(Who like F bon is bold to declare!) 


For with Gold, Braſs and Wax he could make you as 4 a thing 
For the Seals or the Scaffold no man bids fo fair. 


IV. 
Now juſt in the nick, while the "PEER were doe, 
And Prince George and King William at iſſue were met, ' 
To fave the Houſe time and fatigue in debating, 
The crafty K lin produced his Gazette. 


V | 

This Gazette faid our monarch was better than ever, 
To govern his People once more he was fit, 

Here and there a fout Member began for to waver— 
Take his a-ſe in his hand, and walk over to Pitt. 


VI. 
John T—r declared ſince he found the King mending— 
He neer would deſert him—to forfeit his place— 
But flily told Dan, ſince on none there's depending. 
To take Yother fide, and dance down face to face. 


VII. 
Then Ifaac ſtruck up on both ſides of the gutter. 
Now praiſes the prince, - now the M is's Grace,. — 
W hoe'er has the loaf ſhall be ſure of his butter, 
He ſings for all parties, tho? ſtill in his place. 


VIII 


And now the P- e 8 nt that politic ſhaver, 
Both ſides having ſounded, both ſides to betray, 

As a friend to the Ms, ſaid noughit in bis favour ; 
As a friend to the Prince, in the nick ſtay'd away. 


IX. 
But let him take care, leſt too ſubtle his cunning, 
W ho truſts to-no-party no Party'll befriend, — 
Betwixt his two ſtools with his ſhuffling and doubling, 
Once mere the poor 8 nt may come ta his end. 


X. Now 


( 2r ) 
X. Xx. 
Now B ——— rd ſneer'd, and again thought to carve- on 
His Waterford jobs, and make Goddy look finall ; 
Make a Cuſtom-houſe borough, and ſend to Dungarvon 
Its carpenters, bricklayers ; guagers, and all. 
XI. 
But, oh! M——$0fB m; leave of theſe politics, 
And give poor Grattan his own bit of game ! 


For if he ſhould catch you again at your dirty tricks, 
Hervey Aſton himſelf ſhan't ſecure you from ſhame. 


A N . 


PRINCE Royal ! Prince Royal! 
I hope you enjoy all 
The heart felt and pure ſatisfaction 
Which muſt riſe in a breaſt 
That has been fo diſtreſt, 
As your's—for a Father's diſtraction 


Tol de rol. 
Duke of York ! Duke of Vork! 
At a Girl or a Bock 
Your excellence always may ſhine ; 
But to meddle with State, 
Ill becomes ſuch a Pate, 
A Pate that's as giddy as thine, | 
Tol de rol. 


' Mr, Fox! Mr. Fox! 
How my ſeeling it ſhocks, 
To hear of your dreadful miſhap ; 
By the Prince you are left, 
Of his favour bereft, 
Ah! Reynaid you're caught in the trap. 
Tol de rol. 


Mr. 


. 


( 42 ) 
Mr. Burke ! Mr. Burke ! 
You have made a damn'd work, 
Your penſion is now gone to pot ; 
For what man would keep 
Any longer a ſheep -- 
Which alas! is eat up with the ro! ? 
| b Tol de rol. 
Lord of Law! Lord of Law! ö 
You'll be now kept in awe, 
No longer for Proteus you'll paſs, 
| You'll no longer change thape 
Into Owl or an Ape, 


But are fix'd now for ever an Aſs. 
| Tol de rol, 


. 
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ii | A NEW $SON G. 
| I. 
CROM-A-BOO,. Crom: a- boo, 
No one wonders that you, 
Should deſert, with your ſquad mercenary ; 
You ſupport men in pow'r, 
But change the next hour, 
They are out, like a venal Canary. 
IT. - N 
To gain R—b—y's place, 
Vour obſequious Grace, 
To Buckingham's cloſet quick run; 
But ſhould he go out, 
Why you've veer'd about 
And will baſk in the new riſing ſun. 
. 
L—=dL — s, L- d Lo—s, 
Your head large and ſoft is, 
And not much overloaded with brain, 
Your a vile ſulky mule, 
Between knave and fool, 
Ard your name's on the peerage a ſtain. 


( 237) 
IV. 
You a beggar of late, 
On a ſudden grew great, 
By E—y's great bounty and will ; 
A peerage you got, 
But what of all that, 
You remain the fame dirty dog ſill. 


V. 
The P—y's own 
The beſt gifts of the crown, 
And give their ſupport *4ill its wanted, 
But if Fox does prevail, 
Why they ſoon turn tail, 
And their former opinion's recanted, 


But if Gregory ſhould be 
The king's attorney, 
How quickly be'd money bills draw ; ; 
No motion could harraſs, 
No changes embarraſs 
So great an adept in the law. 


VII. 
Poſt Office Comptroller, 
You ſtreet-walking ſtroller, 
Your heart is as black as your face ; 
If you mean to betray 
Do tell me I pray, 
Why from Bucks you accepted a 110 8. 


VIII. 
There's fat bellied C tt x, 
And Bob the bog · trotter, 
Who whip in L- d S$—n's light troop ; 
With C—nn—y that quizz, 
And T- d's dull phizz, : 
Sure never was ſeen ſuch a group. 


IX. You 
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IX. 
You filly old goat ! 
At your age to turn coat! 
In hopes of a feat on the bench; 
But ON—11 were you there, 
Your brethren for fear, 


Would quis it you'd raiſe ſuch a ench. 


X. 
Pot r Gn, 
Mongſt the firſt rats was ſeen, 
To ſwim from the veſſel when ſinking; 
Next down. the ſides crawl'd, 
A black rat that's as bald, 
Faſy known by his dirt and his ſtinking. 


XI. 
Lou renegade Swiſs f 
Ever ready to kiſs, 
Of ſucceeding Viceroys the poſteriors: 
here's an end to your jobbing, 
So now fall a mobbing, | 
And loading with dirt your ſuperiors. 
XII. 
Your paving cabals, 
And your jobs for canals, 
Are loſt beyond all redemption ; 
And believe me no more 
Will you get for your T»hore, 
Miſs B—y another large penſion. 


XIII. 


Hal G n denies 
To the King the fupplies, 
Becauſe that he now is much better ; 
His hopes he gives o'er, 
Of half a plumb more, 
To purchaſe eſtates by Kings letter. 


XIV. Shall 


( 25 ) 
AIV. | ? 
Shall Lifford pretend 
- With Hall to contend, 
Or Earlsfort his law doQrine diſpute : 
They're illegal he'll cry, 
Or flatly deny, 
Opinions he cannot refute. 


,_— — 


6th 


XV, 
Addreſves of courſe 
Of laws ſhall have force, 
While Hal and his party are ſtrong ? 
But they muſt ſoon fail, 
For truth will prevail, 
In ſpite of this time · ſerving throng. 


_— ah as * * the * 
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THE ANSWER TO THE 
IRISH AMBASSADORS, 


YOUR duty to the King is great, 
As all mankind muſt ſee ; 

And though you are come a day too late, 
You are welcome ſtill to me. 


You'll geſs what want of ſpeech conceals, 
As Iriſh men ſhould do, 

You'll gueſs my underſtanding feels, 
My heart remembers too. 


You take a different line 1 fee, 
From England and oppoſe her ; 
But well I know you diſagree 
To make the union cloſer. . 


As to the reſt of your addreſs 
I know not what to do ; 

I fear tis treaſon to ſay YES, 
— 


( 26 ) 


Should he relapſe indeed, I might 
Accept the Iriſh ſway ; 

But that I cannot learn to night, 
So, come another day. 
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ADVERTISEMENT EXTRAORDINARY 7 


In a few days will be publiſhed, — The e hiſtory of Rats, 
wherein the various ſpecies of this wonderful Animal will be 
fully explained and delineated ; with curious obſervations on 
their ears and tails, their 1 and ſmell—Remarkable in- 
ſtances will be related of their ſagacity and cunning, their ti- 
midity, their treachery, their deſpair, and their combinations 
for ſecuring themſelves againſt danger, and guarding their pro- 
viſions when attacked by an enemy. 


DEFINITION 8 
applicable to the times, and a former majority. 
Iriſh loyalty. —Snatching the Crown from the King 's head 


and putting it on his fon's. 

Iriſh ſpirit — Kiſſing a Lord RN b—h when in r. 
er and kicking it when out of power. 

Iriſh fidelity. — Adhering to a man whilſt he can ſieve you, 
and deſerting him when he can no longer be of uſe to you. 

Iriſh gratitude. Reſuſing the reverſion of an employment 
to a great man's brother, who effetual'y eſtabliſbed the legiſ- 
lative independance of the country, and giving 50, oool. to a 
little gentleman for botching the buſineſs. 

Iriſh confiſtency.—Making illuminations for the King's ill- 
neſs, ard then making illuminations for his recovery. 

Iriſh Quixotiſm.—Crouching to an adverſary armed and in 
his ſaddle, and furiouſly attacking bim when proſtrate and de- 


fenceleſs. { 
A SONG 


. ( 27 ) 


A S O N G. 
1. 
COME liſten to me, you political throng. 
'Bout a Fox and a Monkey I'll ſing you a ſong; 75 
Soine folks had thrown Pug half a plumb for his tricks, 
When Reynard bruſh'd to'ards him, his friendſhip to fix. 
Dem down, Ac. 
II. 
As great as two pick-pockets ſoon they became, 
Serv'd each other's purpoſe for profit or game; 
But as Pug in his pranks chanc'd to croſs a great Flood, 
He was ſous'd to the ſkin, and ſunk deep in the mud. 
Derry down, &c. 
| III. | 
Keen Reynard laugh'd lily, but lugg'd him a-ſhore, 
The Country Byflanders ſet up a loud roar ; , 
Pug rail'd at this flood, but the ſplaſhing he got, 
80 ſtuck to his ſkin ; that tis ſaid he mult ror. 
. Derry down &c. 
| IV. | 
The Kingly old Lion one day being ſick, _ 
Bays Reynard to Pug, gad we'll play him a trick: - 
For you ſhall perſuade all the beats that you know, 
His Vicerqy to bang, and his power to o'erthrow. . 
Derry down, c. | 
\ RO” 5 
To worry this Viceroy, bears, badgers, ard cats, 
United with eur-dogs, and treacherous rats; 
But like a true maſiiff as faithful as brave, 
The Viceroy made battle, his Monarch to fave. 
Derry 9 1 &c. 
The countrymen ſoon interfer'd | in the "RO . 
Nay ſome honeſt Parſon, cried out for fair play. * 
The Lion's recover'd and all the woods ring, 
With down Fox and Monkey and God ſave the King. 


Derry down, &c. 
E 2 A NEW 
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A NE W S ON G. 


To the tune of Gooſtrum F 00,” &c. 


1 WAS once very high up in favour, 
But now I am tumbled down low ; 
I was once thought the country's great ſaviour, 
But now I'm conſider'd its foe. | 
Sing gooſtrum, & c. &c. 
Well knowing the chance of contention, 
The empire I ſtrove to divide; 


Fitzgibbon ſaw thro' my intention, 


And Parſons did tell me I ly'd. 
Sing gooſtrum, & c&c. 
Young Beresford he too did flight me— 
Kilwarlin ill-us'd me alſo ; 
Tho' none of them all did affright me 
But Parſons— for he made a blow 
Sing gooſtrum, &c, &c. 
Oh ! 1 feel moſt of all the diſgrace, Sir, 
To be join'd with B——and ſome more; 
"Theſe fellows, ungrateful and baſe, Sir, 
Who'll deſert—as they had done before. 
Sing gooſtrum, &c. &c. 
But 1 hope like Semproniug's friends, Sir, 
They'll be hang'd for not having ſucceſs — 
Tho? I us'd them to anfwer my ends, Sir, 


I deſpiſed them nevertheleſs. 
Sing gooſtrum, &c, Kc. 


_ 


4 
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Tus EMBASSY. 


FROM Dublin's fam'd city to your Highneſs we came, 
To preſent this Addreſs in the Parliament's name; 
The Lords and the Commons in Council full met ; 
Here a ſilence enſu'd, for the Duke did forget + | 
| he 


( 29) 
The reſt of the ſpeech, which the night they did part, 
Harry Grattan had begg'd him to get well by heart ; 


And which ſave and except, when quite ſick on the ſea, 


He had done nothing but read both by night and by day. 
The Prince in a moment ſaw what was the caſe, 


And kindly repli'd, © I'm oblig'd to your grace, 

And the Lords and the Commons —but let me entreat, 
E'er an anſwer I give, a few days you will wait. 

The meaning of which, ſure no man can miſtake, 
That the Duke ſhoyld get better, the ſpeech he'd to make.” 
The days he muſt ſtay, are computed at nine— | 
As his friends all allow him —a day for each line. 

When retir'd their chagrin they could not conceal ; 

We are jockey'd ſays Turf Blood nounds ! ſays O'neil ; 
He told me ſays Stuart, he had it quite pat— 

For I begg d he would put it in the crown of his hat, 


A Ss O N S. 


- I'Ma ſparling young fellow from ſweet Tipperary, 
I came on the city—to praQtiſe the Law; | 
So lively ſo funny, fo briſk and fo airy ; 
Ogh the devil o'the /ikes of me ever you ſaw. 
For years I have been at the Bar and the Senate, 
In hopes, by my barking, ſome good thing to get, 
Sorke penſion, or place, Sir, 
But hard is my caſe, Sir, 
Por bell to the muſic they've offered me yet. 
Sing round about, turn about, change about Robin, 
Sing hey for the Robin combin'd gain the king; 
Sing hey for the lads that keep brawling and jobbing. 
Of Janus and Francer —let ev'ry one ſing. 
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| | 
My dad like myſelf in the law was concem'sd, 
A Bailiff he was and 'tis very well known; 
From him all the practical branches I learn'd, 


But as to the theory as yet I have none. 
For years I have been at &c. 


III. 
But now by our jobbing we've got a Round Robin, 
But I've laid a ſcheme that I think cannot fail; 
beg you won't tell 'm but faith I will ſell in, 
py ſo I ſerv'd Longfield, and Lord Doneraile. 
For years I have been at, &c. 


IV. 
Mr. G Pm the member for B-—— 1, 
And paid for the ſame a five hundred pound bill, 
W hich in ninety-one days muſt ſurely come round, 


$0 ſomething for me muſt be inſtantly found: 


"Tis true I'm not famous for ſpeaking or writin 
But damn me, my lad, but I'm famous for kg ting. 


The Robin much wanted a man of my ſort, 
For courage, Fake it, is not quite their forte. 


: 


Tux TICKLE R,,-No. I. 
The ORATOR—an EPIGRAM. 


IS it to argue—reaſon, or declaim, R 


To prop a falling country—or court fame, 
That Major H——-t riſes in debate 

Upon the weighty matters of the State ? 

Ah! no—-tis not to reaſon or declaim 

To prop a falling country or court Fame, 
'Fhat H——t riſes —'tis as each eye ſeeth, 
But fu to G RN and ſhew his pretly TEETH: 


The 
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The MET AMORPHO Sk. 


Se 53. — A the Uſher once held his black-rod, 
And could uſher their worſhips with moſt graceſul nod, 
In the L—s and the C——os with duty he'd range, 
But the magic of party has wrought a ſad change ; 
His BLacx-xovD thrown by, a WHITE OOO QUILL 
he handles! 
And us uE As us nothing but all ſorts of scanpaLs! 
And quitting his WA Lx his range is diurnal, 
To libel all worth—in the CASTLE'S BR1IB 'pJovnnar 


_— — — 


IRISH REVIE W——r78g. 


Rome and her Rats are at the point of bante, 


The Way muſt have bane. 
| Ehakeſpear's Coriolanus- 


AT an zra when this country has re-afſerted its indepen- 
dence—when commerce has rapidly encreafed and with 
the augmentation of wealth has introduced luxury and ele- 
gance ; would it not be a national reproach were not literature 
to meet with ſuitableencouragement ? The experience of our 
ſiſter country has demonſtrated the obvious tendency of fair 
and candid criticiſm, to the advancement of letters. The 
Engfiſh Reviews have introduced to pnblic obfervation many 
an effort of modeſt genius which might otherwjſe have © bluſh- 
*« ed unſeen, waſting its ſweetneſs on the deſartair: whilethe ſo- 
ber reprehenſions of their unbiaſſed ſtrictures have repreſſed many 
a futile ſally of petulence or flagging flight of dulneſs. With ſi- 
milar purfuits and from ſimilar motives a number of Gentlemen 
have in this city united for the laudable purpoſe of anticipa- 
ting for the public the labour of judgment—to reſtrain the 
waſte of their ſtudies upon ſubjeQs unworthy of their atten- 
tion, and to obtrude at once upon their view what may re- 
ward the pains of reſearch to improve their judgment, and 


refine their taſte by unmaſking blemiſhes and unveiling beau- 
ties 
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ties which might elude the: eye of giddy obſervation. Let 
not the Mathematician, the Philoſopher, the Poet, the Hif- 
torian, the Divine, fear to approach our bar; they may re- 
poſe the moſt implicit confidence in our impartiality z and 
(may we without the imputation of vanity add ?) our judgment, 
In our ſociety will be found men qualified to decide on every 
branch of ſcience and Belles Letters. Without further pre- 
face the Iriſh Review introduces itſelf to a candid public and 
commences its important functions by a review of the lateſt 
publications: | 


An ELEGIAC EPISTLE on the much lamented recove- 
ry of his MAJESTY from JOHN PRANCER io Sir JOHN 
BLACK-RAT,—Byrne, price 28. 6d. 

Whatever may be our ſentiments of the ſtile and compo- 
ſition of this piece 3 we have ſeldom ſeen a Poem where grief 
appears depicted i in more natural colouring, nor can any one 
who peruſes it refuſe his aſſent to the ſincerity of the author's 
aſfliction.— The Epiſtle opens in a manner devoid of neither 
elegance nor pathos. 


« At length eſcap'd from ev'ry human eye, 
My lab'ring boſom give its ſorrows vent ; 
I weep till waſted weary woe grows dry, 
I mourn till waſted memory is ſpent. 
Ah ! darling object of my tender care, 
Muſt theſe old eyes behold the diſmal ſcene, 
Am I reſerv'd a fate fo hard to bear, * 


To ſee my hopes expire in College Green? 


The idea of waſted wee growing dry, tho' natural, we muſt 
admit carries with it an air of vulgarity, excuſable when we 
conſider the birth and country of the author. The next ſtan- 
⁊a is rather trite—We are tired of the cries—the bells and 
the lights—and the mention of theſe circumſtances ſhow more 
that the author has been deep read in elegy than any marks 

of natural genius. His addreſs to his dear Blackrat is tender, 

ſimple, unaffected; nor ſhould we wonder at the old veteran's 

being unable to reſiſt their pathos when reminded of their 
friendſhip : 

| « We 
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1% We were the happieſt pair of human kind, 
In hopes, in fortune ever cloſely tied; 

In independence glorious bands combin'd, 
Together fought we faithful ſide by fide. 

Join then with me, my friend, of ſoul ſincere, 
To weep our Regent loft, ah | ever loſt, 

Pay him the honeſt tribute of thy tear, 
Who would have given us butter to our toaſt. 


The laft line borders on the ludicrous. The author ſhould _ 
have ſaid bread, when the natural ſimplicity of the idea would 
have pleaſed ;—the hard laws of rhyme compelled him to 
toaſt. Then follow many ſtanzas, containing dire imprecati- 
ons on the heads of the Phyſicians, particularly on his friend 
Dr. W—n, who did not prolong the exiſtence of the Regent's 
life. This is by far the molt objectionable part of the whole 
poem: This angry reſentment ill accords with theſe tinta of 
ſoft melancholy which pervade the reſt of the piece. After 
this comes a beautiful ſtroke of ſelf-pity ; and the ſudden tran- 
ſition from his own to the misfortunes of his friend gives us a 
high idea of the author's ſenſibility and goodneſs of heart. 


„No more I ſearch, I pack, I guage, I ride ! 
On prancing charger, like a Major bold |! 
No more o'er ſturdy paviours you preſide, 
Nor in dark lobby touch contingent gold.” 
N curioſa felicitas - a moſt delicate and happy epi- 
t. | 
Self-love is man's ruling paſſion ; it is natural therefore, to 
find him revert to his own misfortune: / | 


„Where ſhall I now my Sabine Cabbage plant? 
The Iſle of Man's ſunk in the raging ſea.” 


Though we admire the natural wiſh of an old man to with- 
dtaw from the buſtle of a buſy world to rural retirements, we 
yet fear the ſtrong equivoque in the epithet raging /ea can» 
not be admitted, though uſed even by the modern Mzcenas, 
3 Any thing like pun, ſuits not the Elegiac 
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The thoughts of his family riſe upon his vie,: - What 


breaſt ſo hard as not to feel for the united tears of the patriot 
and the ſather? . 


« My boy, my Dickey, will be turned out, 
Bob B—r —$sf—9d with him no more will ſit ; 
Yet what my darling's crime ? he turn'd about, 
Shrinking with horror from the fatal Pitt. 


Why Bob! alluding perhaps to his wig-charaQeriftic. ] 


We will not anticipate the public pleaſure by citing any 
more than the two concluding ſtanzas : | 
Off the plumed button, and the pert bob-wig, 
Tear oft the joyous garb of blue and buff, 
The gay attire of the triumphant whig ; 
And ſhroud theſe limbs in gown of diſmal kuf 
Like poiſon'd rat, I ſſink into my hole, 
There hide from ſcorn, my melancholy head; 
With ethic ſtudies ſtrive to ſooth my ſoul=— 5 
All other joys, through hated liſe, are fled. 


Independence, an irregular Ode, in imitation of Preſton's 
Ode to the Moon. — Byrne, 1s. 1d. 

More poetry! Is Bedlam, or Parnaſſus, all let out?“ irre- 
gular and incoherent, indeed ; not to be reduced to any rule, of 
propriety. 


A treatiſe on the beſt methods of deſtroying vermin ; by 
John Fits, Rat-Catcher to the King's moſt Excellent Majeſty, 
6s. 6d. — Grierſon. 


A uſeful tract; (mean as the ſubjeQ may appear) and as ſuch 


we recommend it to our readers. 


A new ſyſtem of Menſuration; or, the Geometry of Inviſi- 
bles ; by John Philpot, Philomath ,—Jackſon, Meath-ſtreet— 
Price 3s. 3d. . 

The only circumſtance worth remarking on in this work is 
a mode of taking the altitude of a column by meaſuring its 

he da 
ſhadow in the dark, 1 
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Whether the author does not require a dark cloſet and a 
ſtrait waiſtcoat, let thoſe who read him judge. 


The Art of Tumbling ; by John Merryman, principal clown 
Mr. Aſtley ; dedicated by permiſſion to John P —— C— n. 
Byrne, 25, 2d. 

Though a claſſical funambuliſt may appear a novelty in the 
walks of literature, we cannot ſay much for our friend Merry- 
man. He ſometimes excites mirth—but is more frequently 
r ididulous, 


The Independence of Ireland aſſerted, by the Rev. A 
OL y ; to which are added, Title deeds and Maps of 
the Forfeited Eſtates. Byrne, 1s. 1d Written with that ſound 
argument and juſt irony, for which the author is fo well noted. 


Thoughts, humbly ſubmitted, on the ſupplying the Defici- 
ency of the legiſlature, occaſioned by the preſent unhappy In- 
ſanity of the Hof C——s. Anon, Byrne. 

Ingenious and ſolid. 


Report of the Phyſicians who attended the H of C—5$ 
during their late unhappy malady. Ba 
Intereſting merely as medical facts. 


Spiritual wickedneſs in high places, a Sermon before the 
Houſe of L—s, by the Right Rev. the A—b—p of C-, on 
Prov. chap. 1. v. 13, 14. We ſhall find all precious ſub- 


ſtance, we ſhall fill our houſes with ſpoil : caſt in thy lot 
among us, let us all haye one purſe.” 


In our next review, we ſhall proceed to examine many other 
publications, which have teemed forth in the laſt month. 
MOUSETRAP. 
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. 
T H E 
STURDY BEGGAR's OPERA. 


| I. 

FOR er'ry employment what ftrife ! 
Each member abuſes his brother ; 
Place and Penſion they all want for life, 

All profeſſions betray one another. 
But now who his neighbour would cheat, 
Round Robin you ſwingingly fine ; 


And the Stateſman, though ever ſo great, 
Degrades himſelf ſo as to ſign. 
II. 


Tis Gr—tt—n that ſeduces all mankind, 
By him we may be taught the wheedling arts ; 
His very words can cheat, when moſt they're kind, 
He tricks us of our money by, his parts. 

For him, like ſools at night, we vote for prey, 
And practice ev'ry fraud to raiſe alarms ; 

For Gr—tt—n's words like law, are won by pay, 
And patriots muſt be fee d into our arms. 


III. 

O Cry is a fad dog and heeds not what I taught him, 
I wonder any man alive could act fo when 1 bought him ; 
For he will vote for prince and King, for Pitt's and Fox's ſide, 
The Viceroy praiſe like any thing, and keep his place beſide ; 
And when he gets with care and pain a flouriſhing eſſay, 
He ſpouts it in the Commons Houſe, and then votes t'other way, 

O C-rry is, &c. 

: IV. 

A patriot's like a fair flower in its luſtre, 

W hich in the garden enamels the ground ; 
Round him the mob each day bully and bluſter, 

Swearing he ſhall have Fifty Thouſand Pound. 1 
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But when once bought, he's no longer alluring, 
Like Napper Tandy be aims to be great: 

Links knaves and fools, and grows paſt enduring, * 
Mobs, ſcolds, blackguards, like a ſot in the ſtreet. 


V. 


Thus when Jack Toler ſees a rat, 
In a trap in the ev'ning taken; 
With pleaſure his tongue gives tit for tat, 
In revenge for bold Robin's ſpeaking. 
Then he leaves him to the dog or the cat, 
To be worried, cruſh'd, and ſhaken. 


. VI. 
The Robins prepar'd the faction is met, 

The leaders all rang'd, a horrible row ! 

I ſign undiſmay'd, for honour's a bet, 

A bet I have loſt, fo take what owe. 
Then farewell Blaquiere, dear Gervy adieu. 
Tho! I loſe my place, tis no better for you: 
All comfort here ends far the reſt of our lives, 
For this way we ſtarve our children and wives. 


VII. 
Grand Chorus. 
5 Tis thus we all ſtand by 
The great Napper Tandy. 
; | VIII. 
To Stowe I ſhall travel with pleaſure, 
To, &c. . 


Let me go where J will, in all kinds of ill, 
Iſhall find no ſuch traitors as theſe are. 


A SONG 


1 
| 
[ 

1 


<8? 


A $ ON 6. 


Tune —“ The Vicar and Mefes. 


MR. Pit, Mr. Pitt, 
Pray why don't you quit, 
And give up your troubleſome tation ? 
Or muſt we be told, 
That if longer you hold, 
Tis all for the * of the nation? 


Tol de rol, &c. 


Scoteh Harry, Scotch Harry, 
How long will you tarry ? 
Pray take the old Weeſel's advice *, 
Get as poor and as thin, 
As when firſt you crept in, 
And then you'l lip out in a trice. 


Lord T-—, Lord T—, 

You may foon take a furlough, 
And be not in haſte to come back ; 

For, much as you're lov'd, 

Yet *tis fit you were ſhov'd 


From the Chancery and the Woolſack. 


Lord Graham, Lord Graham, 
And you, my Lord Bayham, 
And your brothers at each of the boards ; 
Your departure is nigh, _ 
So I wiſh you God be wi'ye, | 
On your merits I'll waſte no more words. 


* 


* « Fore per anguſtum tenuis nitedula ri ma m 

« Repſerat in aumeram cumenti, &c. 

% Cui muſtela procul, &c &c. 

© Macra cavum repctes art um quem macra ſubſti,”? 


Lord 
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Lord Feddy, Lord Feddy, 

Who ſhow'd yourſelf ready 

To ſupport Jobn-a-Nokes when he's in, 
I hope you'll not find, 
That the Whigs are ſo kind, 

To reward ſuch political fin. 


Will Pogy, Will Pogy, 

Youv'e damn'd luck, you rogue you, 
So lily to grope to the chair, 

But you muſt not pretend, 

Tis th' advice of a friend, 
In a parliament now to fit there. 


Lord Languiſh, Lord Languiſb, 
I feel for your Anguiſb, 
And ſhou'd aſk you a queſtion or two z 
But I've found out of late, 
That for reaſons of ſtate, 


No queſtions are anſwered by you. 


Foe Mawbey, fee Mawubey, 

Let your hogs be your hobby, 
But try not another election; 

It would be a fad boar, 


And why need I ſay more, 
To meet with a ſhameful rejection. 


Lord Mulgrave, Lord Mulgrave, 
You look as a bull grave, 
Tis in vain to be ſo much caſt down, / 
When you've got in a hole, 
Take a trip to the Pole, | 
And forget all the plagues of the town. 
Charles Brandling, Charles Brandling, 
O what a rough handling, 
The poor abſent ſheriff has got; 
But your honor's diſgrace, 
Was flung full in your face, 
So you had rather more than you brought. 


1{ 
g 
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Mr. Rolle, Mr. Rolle, 
Tis a ſhame pon my ſoul, 
For Devon to chuſe ſuch a Knight; 
Since the days of old Rollo, 
Th' eleQors, that's hollow, 
Ne'er ſent up ſo brainleſs a weight. 


Lord Sydney, Lord Sydney, 

No man of your kidney | 
Muſt hope to continue in place; 

And ſure ne'er Sec. of State, 

Had fo wig-block a pate, 
And eke ſuch an unbluſhing face. 


Sly Fenky, Sly Fenky, 


Of matters what think you ? 
Say whoſe friend you are now if you durſt 
But a word in your ear, 
I've been told, do you hear, | . 
Number one was at all times the firſt. 


2 . ** 
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(To the Tune of— “ LILLI 5 u LLE RX 0.) 


KING William the third of glorious renown, 
Did free theſe two nations from tyranny's yoke ; 
But William the Fourth now poſſeſſes the Crown, 
And laughs at our freedom and laws as a joke. 
The great laws of the land a 
All obey his command, 
And the Commons obſequious attend to his nod; 
Fach brave London cit, 
Fam'd for eating and wit, 
Adores this King William much more than his God. 


Whilſt our Monarch's unable to fit on his throne, 

King Pitt takes upon him to rule in his ſtead ; * 
He looks on the ſceptre and Crown as his own, 

Like a ſetvant who robs his poor maſter that's dead. 


He 
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He with malice and ſpite, 
Keeps the prince from his right, 

'Cauſe the prince would no longer keep him in angle” ; 
He lays on reſtrictions, : 
All ſanction'd by fictions, 

And treats the poor Prince like a child with a toy. 


But that which on Pitt ſtrong ſuſpicion muſt bring, 
The reports of the doQtors no longer are ſeen ; 
He ungratefully makes a ſtate tool of the K., 
No admittance at K** —but for friends and the Queen, 
Whilſt the Duke and the Prince, 
Have often times fince, 
To ſee their poor father and King been refuſed ; 
And his pages fo loy'd 
Have all been remov'd, 
That ſecret ſeverity now might be us'd. 


But good Mr. Pitt, your phantom of pow'r 
Muſt ceaſe when the nation is come to its reaſon ; 
It is then that perhaps you may viſit the Tow'r, 
And anſwer for all your miſpriſions of treaſon ; 
T will then be too late 
To lament your hard fate, 
That you by ambition and folly were led ; 
Not Haſtings's gold, 
Tho' *twere twice over told, 
Would avail to keep faſt on your body your head. 


There's Buck v the wiſe whom all, raſcals applaud, 
And Willis the faithful, the minion, and friend, 
May mount on the ſcaffold like Stratford and Laud, 
Unleſs by the hangman their exit ſhould end; 
Our Delegates then, 
Will be looked on as men 
Who dar'd to aſſert our juſt freedom and laws, 
Who when faction bore ſway, 
Fear'd not to obey 
Their country's command in fair LIBERTY's cauſe ! 
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Tur SINNER'% , LAMENTATION 
A MEDLEY. 
Tosa cantabitur urbe.— Hor. 
“ T'll make ballads on ye all.“ $yar. 
| Tune.—Venus of T, atter down bill. 


T*'OTHER night the Round Rabin in Council was met, 
To. conſider their critical ſtate ; 


Sir Henry fo grave, as their Chairman was ſet 


To keep order, and rule the debate. 


Long time had they fat and yet nobody ſpoke, 
So deep were they plunged in their woes ! 

Not L—ig—e, himſelf had propounded a joke, 
Or Prancer complain'd of his toes, 


Atty B—n in a diſmal quandary was there— 
And C—rr—n fat kicking his heels; 
Sir F——look'd up with a pitiful air, 
Like a man that is caught when he ſteals, 


Bully E—n in phrenzy ard bitterneſs ſwore, 
Shall I loſe my five hundred good pounds > 
« ſhould have conſider'd it better before 
«« I engag'd on ſuch qeſperate grounds. 


„% Blood and *ounds 2” 


G-—eP—y wifh'd that he never had ſigned ! 
And B—h—e kick'd about his new wig ; 

Harry G n was perfeQly calm and reſign'd, 
For he valued not Bucky a fig. 

Mr. G— n, (faid L—ft—s) may well be content, 
He regards not how badly we fare; 


But not one of the firſt y thouſand is ſpent — 
I ſuppoſe he'll afford us ſome thare. 

Then Harry conſider d—to parry the thruſt 
Fer once, he determin'd to ſhine ; 

So to quiet their minds he ſent out upon truſt, 
To get half a dozen of wine. 


Then 
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Then ſoon they began to lament each his caſe, 
And in ſongs to complain of their woes ; 

Sir H—rc—s firſt, like a viol ſo baſe, 
Firſt vented his hopes through his noſe. 


Tune. Ballinamona. 


In the courſe of my life I ne'er ſaw a Swiſs hang'd, 
But Im told that the fight is both curious and grand; 
For I hear that a long time before they are dead, 
The hair does come off from the back of their head. 
Huzza for a ſight ſo droll boys, 
A man without hair on his poll, boys, 
Kicking for life and for ſoul, boys, 
To ſee a Swiſs hanging for me 


Ms 


Tune. And did you not hear of a jolly young Waterman, 


And did you not hear of a jolly old prancer, 
A fellow that's us'd at the Caſtle to ply ? 
By turns was packer, a Major, Financier, 
Or any thing elſe, he'd get any thing by. 
For years I trim'd my vote fo ſteadily, 
I got what I aſk'd from my King, moſt readily ; 
From that very King whom I baſely forſook, 
When baſeneſs and FaQtion his government ſhook. 
Tune. Oh ! he'll go up Holborn hill in a Cart, in a Cart, 
Oh! Pll go by Stephen's-green in a cart, in a cart, 
Oh! Til go by Stephen's-green in a cart, in a cart; 
Oh ! Il go by Stephens-green, 
Preſs'd down with age and fin, / 
With a tuck beneath my chin, 


I'll depart, I'll depart. 


_ C-TT—R. 


Since laws were made for every degree, 
No refleQtions, dear Sir, on my father, or me; 
For better were hang'd than ever you'll be, 

On Tyburn tree. 


[Da Capo.] 


G 2 | 
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digging him up again had reſtored ſuch a valuable member to ſociety. 
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| L— DICK. 
Tore. — 4b 1 Pappa how can you be ſo ill-natur'd = 
Dear Papa! how could you be fo ſhort ſighted, 
Too bring poor Dicky into ſuch a ſad ſcrape ? 
The people will think that you've now got a light head 
This danger I cannot tell how to eſcape. 
If fighting, or ſwagg'ring, ot ſweating, would doit, 
yet have a notion I'd ſtand a good chance 
I'm afraid that your Dicky will conftantly rue it, 
That your toes ſo continually itch for a prance. 


Sin SORROWFUL SLENDER, 
Knt. of the rueſul countenance. 


Tune——Death and the Lady. 


IN Wicklow mountains I do live obſcure, 
No ſtranger ever enter'd at my. door; 
I'll lay theſe coſtiy politics aſide, ; 
And to my heath-clad hills again I'll ride. 
The Pint of port that I brought up to town, 
Will ſerve to cheer my heart a going down: 
By care to reimburſe my ſelf I'll ſeek, 
And on the“ Monday fide—T'Il live a Week. 
Such dreadful thoughts did ne'er my heart invade, 
Since in the f grave my wretched cotpſe was laid! 


* A certain honeſt and generous Biſhop had a miſerable caitiff of a ſon 
ſo diſmal in his aſpect that a wit once ſaid he was like the ſtuffed ſkin 
of a bittern nailed to a ſtable door to prevent horſes from dreamidg— 
At the Biſho;''s table dined one day an amiable Lady, who happened to be 
in the laſt month of her pregnancy ; ſhe defired Mr. Frank to help her to 
a hit of the Monday fide of a ſurloin of Beef: Vou muſt excuſe me, Ma- 
dam, faid he, we never cut our Monday fide ofa Suaday—Oh fie Frank ! 
ſaid the reverend old gentleman, never refuſe a Lady any thing ſhe likes. 
Prank was inflexible : the Lady miſcarried—the Biſhop died—Prank liv- 
eq and thinks himſelf qualified with this liberal ſpirit to talk of the finan- 
ces of a great nation. 

This Gentleman once had the 8 to die—in appearance. He 
was buried but was dug up upon a diſpute between his executor and the 
ſexton. He had orderetl in his will that the fellow ſhould get but half 
fees. How happy it is fer this kingdom that the ſexton's reſentment in 
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Pindaric=By Mr. C-—— N. 
Sir FP —, ume . 5 
But ſtay.— 

If expences affright you 

If roaſt beef does delight you 
I've a bit of a rib in the cupboard. 

If with me you will ſtay, 

And fay juſt aye or nay, 
I'll feed you and W look jolly like Hobart. 


Tune. 1 a Gil berland. 


Oh fye upon you Sm, 

A connaught man, and prove untrue z 
A country ſo long famous, 

For loyalty and honour too. 


I own for me a place was made 
And then I promig'd that I would ny 
Support the ma I ſince betrayed, 85 
Oh fough upon ingratitude ! 


When I became a place-man, 
And made that promiſe as before, 
They thought I was a baſe man ; 
But now, they even think me more. 


In compaſſing my dirty ends, 
My vices would a volume make; 
My King, my country and my friends, 
I, in their turns, did forſake. / 


And now in hopes to ſave me, 

About ſome ſeven thouſand pound 
I fob'd from New Ga, 

I ſign'd that curſed Robin round. 


And I returned for 
To do an act as baſe and mean; 
Tis with forrow that I ſay fo, 
I ne'er will be return'd again. 
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G N. 
Tune. Shaunbyee, 
When my troops did aſſemble, 
Their looks made me tremble, 
I thought of their Minds fo depraved ; 
With a horrible grin, 
Did B e begin, | 
And cry'd out, by you we're deceived. 


Your party in London, 
Our fortunes have undone, 

While you, Sir, were ſnug and ſecure ; 
But while he was ſpeaking, 

Behind I was ſneaking, 
*Till I cleanly hopp'd out of the door. 


** es 


— 


Tune — Black-ey'd Suſar. 


Now diſcord's God atnong them reign'd, 
They ranted, rail'd, and tore their hair; 
'Their motives ev'ry one explain'd— 
Some urg'd by hope, ſome by defpair ! | 
While E—n's eye-brows o'er his features lower'd, 
W bat buſineſs had I—what buſineſs had I for to come on board. 


Tune—Helcome, Welcome, Brother Debtor, 
C——-RR—— N. 


Welcome, welcome Brother prater, 
To this diſaffected place; 
Inde ed my gnefs are not the greater, 
That you ſhare in our diſgrace. 6 


But my friend, as you're a ſtranger, 

You do not know how we've been us'd ; 
By that man, who flies the danger 

Of wen's revenge, whom he abus'd. 


GRAND 


(4) 
GRAND CHORUS—by them all. 
Tune—Shaunbyee. | 
Thus our buſineſs is done, there's an end of our fun, 
We ye been bit by the Patriot's mad phrenzy 
How we'll get back again, thro? contempt and diſdain, 
Muſt be juſt as Bucky may fancy. 
But had we ſucceeded, he {hou'd have needed = 
Our candor—qur mercy, or juſtice ; | 


He had found to his coſt, that the man who has loſt * 
His power's, a fool ſhou'd he truſt us. 


A... SCI N. 


I'M lately return'd from the ocean 
In very fad plight, and diftre(s ! 
The devil take hun made the motion, | 

That 1 ſhould go with the Addreſs. | 
The people were gaping, and ſtaring, | 
While we in proceſſion paſs'd by; 2 
O'N—1 fell a curſing and ſwearing, | 7 
While S——t ſcem'd ready to cry. | 
But the worſt of it all happen'd after, : 
When we were receiv'd by the Prince ; 
Such whiſpering, jeering, and laughter ; 
Though he talk'd of “the very great ſenſe { 
« He had of our loyal affection;“ | 
Mere words! that meant nothing at al! | 
Then ſeeing our grief and dejection, _ 
He promis'd to give usa Ball. | 
Lord C- t, bowing, did anſwer, 
The honour I'm loath to refuſe ; 
But, really, I am not a great dancer — 
Beſides, I brought over no ſhoes : 
With your Highneſs, we'd much rather dine, Sir, 
If you wiſh for to give us a treat; 
We've mighty nice palates for wine, Sir, 
Ard very gocd ſtomachs for meat. 
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A NEW SONO, 


Tune —“ The Very God.” 


For me, wwhen I forget the darling theme, 


Be my tongue mute, my fancy paint no more. 
$4 6 | TOM. SEASONS. 


YE ſons of Ireland, join my lays, 

To Heav'n your grateful voices raiſe, 

Till ſhouts ſhall rend the ſkies ; _ 

Let loyalty our ſongs inſpire, 

And give them energy and fire, 
While faction trembling flies. 


Great GEORGE reſtor'd to royal ſway, 
Ye ſons of Ireland, bleſs the day, 
For he'll again bleſs you ; * 
Once more in dignity enthron'd, 
He'll deal out mercy all around, 
And virtue's path purſue. 


On gracious GEORGE, whoſe mind was pure, 
And thought himſelf in friends ſecure, 
The care of Heav'n deſcends ; 
Reſtrain'd his powers but for to ſhew, 
Who was, þis friend, and who his foe, 
For GEORGE had faithleſs friends. 


6 £0 N 6 
Tune —“ Zangolee.” 


AND fo my dear friends, after all your parading, 

How could you come back with an anſwer fo lame # 
Ar anſwer fo flipp'ry, fly, and evading, 

tn ttoth, one wou'd think, he was making his game. 


Why 


(49) 


Why does he not fay, that he would accept it, 
If that had not happen'd which makes him reject it? 
] neither do know what he has ſaid or meant, 
But I know that Pm ſorry that ever you went. 


Then what is his meaning, of bonds and of freedom; 
Sure freedom, and bondage, can never be join'd ? 

I'd have blotted them words, and I ne'er wou'd read em, 
The Iriſh won't like for to ſee them combin'd. 

And then, by a kind of fignificant ſquinting, 

He talks of connexion, as if he was hinting 

He did not approve quite, the meſſage we ſent, 

Well, I know I'm ſorry that ever you went. 


He's then full of joy, at the ſame time he's ſorry, 

Surely, ſuch language is not common ſenſe ? 

And tho' he expreſſes his great liking for ye, 

He gently reminds you, that you might go thence. 
Then he talks of your characters, public and private, 
In hopes that his humbugging, you will connive at; 
The more I conſider it, the more I repent, | 
That ever we bid you, and ever you went. 


When C Ey read it laſt night in his place, 
I candidly own, when I heard it, I thought, 
He had made it, perhaps, with the help of his Grace, 
And that from his H -s, no anſwer you'd got, 
I thought fo, becauſe why, the language fo poor is, 
The meaning perplex'd, and ſo ſhy, and obſcure is; 
For another addreſs, I will never co:.ſent, 
| am ſorry, with this one, that ever you went, 
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LOVE in 1 VILLAGE. 
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CASTLE or DUBLIN, 
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St. PATRICK's NIGHT, by a ſelec GROUP. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


Marquis. 
Arch-Mitre, 

Firſt Gutter, 
Second Gutter, 
Ld. Double Gutter, 


Firſt Runner, 


Second Runner, 
Firſt Serjeant, 
Second Serjeant, 
Speaker, 

Trimmer, 

Firſt Hireling, | 
Second Hireling, 
Third Hireling, 
Fourth Hireling, 
Fifth Hireling, 

iſt Ld. in Waiting. 
2d Ld. in Waiting, 


Expectant Lords, 


A—b—p of C-h-l, 
Mr. C-rr—y. 
Counſellor D—y. 
EL—-d WIIlls. a 
Major H— bt. 

Hon. T. P—kK— hm, 


— T—l-r. 


Mr. G. S—df—d. 

Mr. H—yes. . 

Mr. M—re, of the B—n. 
L—d D-lv—o. 

Rt. Hon. Mr. B-r—f—d. 
L—d ]—cel—n. | 
Rt, Hon. Mr. G- d- nr. 
Sir N. L—-wl—f. 

Sir J. B—ne, Mr. L—gf—d, 
Mr. A—x—n=—r, 

Mr. H=-rm—n, &c, &c. 


Hibernia, Robins, Maſques, &c. 


LOVE NA VILLAGE, &c. 


———— 


A COOL 
SCENE I. Two Cuurtiers in Expectatien. 


H OPE! the Courtier's firſt Deſire, 
Airy Promiſer of Place! 
Dreams of future Wealth inſpire 
Softeſt Soother of Diſgrace ! 


| Second Courtier. 


Places, Marquis ! promiſe ſtill, 
Grant Reverfions for the reſt, 

With thy Bribes our Pockets fill. 
And with Titles make us bleſt! 


» 8CENE II. A great Number of Secretaries and 
Clerks without Pay, computing.—The Marguis. reading 
a Leiter. 


To be ſung, or ſtutter'd, 


Pi-Pi-Pitt fay no more, 
Sure you told me before, 
I know the full Length of my Tether ; 
Tet-Tether ; 
Not 
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Not a Man in the Houſe, 
That I value a Louſe, 
can bribe them and bilk them together. 
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ge-gethet. 
I think a few Lies, 


Will always ſuffice, 
To get them if Grattan don't mar it; 
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But as ſor the Pelf, 
I ſo love it myſelf, 
To their Beef Ill not give them a Carrot. | 
ow Ca-Carrot. 


Scene changes to the Houſe of Commons Corridore. 
Runners and Robins. 
Firſi Runner. 


Tho? I had been by Birth decreed. 
Too noble for a Hack, | 
Yet B-k—gh—m's vile Nets I ſpread, 
To lure the Robin's Back : | 
What Joy, what Triumph ſhou'd I gain, 
If you with us wou'd vote— 
Still are my Bribes and Threats in vain ! 
Sweet Robin! change your Note ! 


Firſt Robin in Reply. 


Do you think I inherit, 
So laviſh a Spirit, 

As e' er to ſubmit to this Log! 

Now fondled—now chid— 
Permitted—forbic— 

III furely kick out the proud Dog. 
Away then poor H- bt, 
There's nought in your Cupboard, 

- Can make me from Honour depart ; 
I deſpiſe ſuch as thee, 
And hope ſoon to ſee, 
Your Maſter and you in the Cart. 
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Ceaſe H—b -t diſingenuous Youth! 
Thy Pride in being a Hack, 

Thy Glory in corrupting Truth, 
Or winning Wretches back ! 


Leave T—4d or L—s or C- ke the Cares, 
Buck's Poiſon to inſtil, 

For tho” thy Soul's as mean as 28 
Thou haſt not yel— their Skill. 


Arcb-Ilitre. 


Yourg I am, and fore afraid, 
Wou'd you hurt a harmleſs Lad? 
Lead an Innocent aftray ? 

Tempt me not, kind Runner, pray! 


B—k—gh—m ſhou'd I believe, 
And as uſual, he deceive ; 

If I change, and he forſake, 

Sure my tender Heart wou'd break. 


Second Runner. 


Zounds Neighbour, ne'er ſtand for a Trifle like this! — 
Try the Marquis this Time, and Armagh you can't miſs, 
The graveſt old Canter, a Truce with Grimace, 

Wou'd do the fame Thing, cou'd he get the fame Place. 


No Age, no Profeſſion, no Station is free ; 

To Corruption, old P—y himſelf bends the Knee: 
That Power, reſiſtleſs, no Strength can oppoſe, 
We all take a pretty Bribe, under the Roſe, 


Second Gutter. Solo. 


Still in Hopes to get the better, 
Of round Robin's Chain | try— 


Under it this moment ſhelter, 
And the next my Oath deny. 
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Now pre par'd to ſcorn each Offer 
Sep rate Terms, and Pardon bra ve — 

Then relapſing catch the Proffer, 
And confeſs, myſelf a Slave. 


Two Serjeants, a Duett. 
Tune, The Traveller benighted—+ 
Firſt Serj eant. 
Dear Serjeant, tho' benighted, 
And loſt in black Deſpair, 
Now that the Poſt's alighted, 
Let us our Side declare.“ 
Second Serjeant. 
Ho lucky we abſconded, 
Before the News was known ; 


We might perhaps be bonded, 
To ſerve a barren Throne.“ 


—_— 


Firſt Serjeart. 


But ſince the King is better, 
The Prince muſt now decline ; 
(1 aw Kitwarlin's Letter) | 
No regent he of mine. 


Second Serjeant. 


As ev'ry Packet brings 
(Heav'n ſave him for our Sake) 
Health of the beſt of Kings, 
| Wolfe, you and I, will ſpeak. 


Scene changes to the Houſe of Commons. 


Hibernia enthroned ſings — 


My King's my own, my Will is free, 
And ſo ſhail be my Voice; 
No Regent cer ſhall reign o'er me, 


Till fuſt he's made wy Choice. : 
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Let Fitz aſſert—that England' s Laws 
Our Regent muſt obey ; 
Grattan has ſtill a ſaving Clauſe, 
Againſt tyrannic Sway. 
Speaher. 
| Believe me, dear Larry, 
To rail thus at Harry, 
Will ſound at the Caſtle moſt rare; 
Be ſtout in Reply, 
And give him the Lie, 
You're ſure to be back'd by the Chair. 


How happy the Blow, 
That ſhou'd lay Grattan low, 
Our Party to put of Pain ; 
Then my Jobs I'll purſue ; 
Get a Penſion for you, | 
And Flood bring amongſt us again. 
But Larry, take care, 
Left I forfeit my Chair, 
If too warmly your Cauſe I eſpouſe ; 
For ſhould the King die, - 
Or a Viceroy look ſhy, 
Scarce a Friend ſhall I find in the Houſe, 
Firſt Gutter. 


Gentle Prince, ah, tell me why, 
Thus you ſcorn and bid me fly ; 
I'm the Friend will perſevere, 
Yet to Bucks I lend an Ear, 
Serve him for my private End 
And take a Place from Foe or Friend. 
Third Robin. 
There was a muliſh Marquis once 
Liv'd in the Caftle Yard ; 
He jobbed, and ſcraped from morn till Night, 
No Scriv'ner work'd fo hard, 
Yet this the Burthen of his Moan 
For ever now muſt be; 
© care for nobody, no not I, 


For nobody cares for me.” | 
I Full 
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Full Chorus of Lords and Commons. 
Pitt ne'er was ſo out, ſuch a Viceroy to fix on, 
Zounds Bucks, don't provoke us, but mind what we fay ; 
You've choſe a wrong Nation for playing your Tricks on, 


So pack up your Alls, and be trudging away : 
You'd better be quiet, 
And not breed a Riot ; 
Nor keep us here cenſuring you ev'ry Day, 
We've got other Matters to mind ; 
The Money Bills yet are to paſs ; 
For if you ſtay longer you'll find, 
We'll make you ſneak off like an Ass. 
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SCENE I. Preſence Chamber at the Caſile. 


Marquis. Solus. 


Let the Good and the Great, 
Make the moſt of their Fate, 
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4* From Places to Piinciple hurry ; 
T. Well, who cares a Jot, 
| value them not, 
Whilſt I have uho/e C- te and Balf C-r—y. 
For Counſel I'll fly 
From Fitzgibbon too high, 
To Th-r—t—n, H—t—: ard C- ke; 
But to ſoften my Cares 
And forget State Affairs, 
I'll laugh with Brown, Laculeſ and Luke. 
Secend. Ditto. 
LIN Since Leinſter's deſerted no ſurther I'll ſeek,, 
f 4 But go off to Walcs in the Packet next Week ; 
[ 14 A Service in London will ſoften Diſgrace, 
ö rh . And a Seat at the Adwir'lty not a bad Place. 
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Lord Townſend went there, he ſoon met with a Friend 
And Woolwich repair'd the Diſgrace of Ningſend; 
Then why ſhou'd I ſtay, and raſh Counſel purfue, 
To injure myſelf and my Friends to undo ! | | 
| Scene, the Caſtle Stair-Caſe. 
Trimmer ſinging. | 
Since the King's quite recover'd and grown a ſound Man, 
Pray why ſhou'd'nt I get a Sop in my Pan; 
Tom P—k—h—m or H—b—t can get me a Place, 
Oh ! how fine ſet in Gold looks his Majeſty's Face. 
Bally na mona ohro. 
They found out Tom Neſbit, and ſettled his Mind, 
Tho! at firſt he ſeem'd wavering they ſoon made him kind ; 
Then why ſhou'd not I the ſame Trimmin 8 purſue, . 
And better my i Fortune as other Rats do. 
Bally na mona ohgo. CI 
Folding Doors open and diſcover the Levee Room, with Hacks, 
Trimmers, Runners, c. awho advance firging this Chorus. 
Ve Runners and Ratcatchers hither repair, 
What Votes you may want you will find at our Fair ; 
Here Trimmers of all Sorts of Conſcience there be, 
And as for our Wages we'll try to agree. 
| Firft Ilireling. 
I pray ye Gentles lift to me, 
Tho' I a Patriot ſeem to be, 
T will turn tail with any he, 
For Work that s in the County. 
My Promiſes to Tighe I'll break, 
J Cuſtoms, Stamps, or Barracks take, 
And more can do than here I'll ſpeak, 
Depending on your Bounty. ; 
Second Hireling. | 
"Tis I am the Lad, with a true Courtier's Heart, ; , 
Who will ſtick to my Friends, till their doomed to the Cart; 1 
To the Gallows I'll drive them, if we can agree, 
And! thiok their old Cloaths will look pretty on me. 
See them bobbing — 
Gee ho Dobbin— 


Gee ho Dobbin, gee ho gee ho. 
Third 
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Third Hireling. 
Jam a Blade, who knows the Trade, 
Of Corridore and Entry— 
And tho' Pm fat, ÞIl catch a Rat, 
Well as the worſt of Gentry. 
A Runner wou'd you have, 
I can flatter and deceive, 
Command my little All, Sir— 
No deed ſo low and mean, 
Little D—-lv—n will diſdain, 
Altho' his Parts are ſmall, Sir, 
Fourth Hireling. 
If you want a ſtaunch Hack, my Hand you mu ft cros. 
For a Tax or a Job, I am ne'er at a Loſs, 


And all my tall Sons, as a Tilly Il toſs, 
Todrain out the Purſe of old Ireland, 


The Purſe of old Ireland to drain. 
Make my Brother Duke Munſter, with Shannon's employ— 
Second Council continue to Marcus my Boy— 
Let my Guagers all vote, and no Man will enjoy 
As 1 ſhall to humble old Ireland, 
To humble old Ireland as I. 
Tho' F-{t—r in public Expence ſtands alone, 
Blaſts the national Credit, as well as his own, 
Let my Cuſtom Houſe vouch for my (kill when I'm gone, 
In waſting the Wealth of old Ireland, 
The wealth of old Ireland to waſte. 
Firſt Lerd in Waiting. 
Don't my peerage now delay, 
Doubiful News each Packet brings, 
Bucks, he may be drove away— 
Madneſs ſeize the beſt of Kings. 
Second Lord in Waiting. 
Tune, Behind the Buſh, Cc. 
Nor Place nor Penſion is my Plan, 
Large Sums I can afford, Sir; 
But, as I'm not a Gentleman, 
I ſain wou'd be a Lord, Sir. 


Nor Place, &c. Da Capo. 
Chorus 
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Chorus of ſeven expeclant Lords, 
Tune, Doctor Mack. 


Lord Double Gutter ſings— 

Upon which Side ſoe'er they vote, they make on't ſuch a Pother, 
] m now for this, and now tor that, and then for both together 
My Proxy to one Side I give, an t'other vote myſelf, Sir— 
Let me alone, I believe you'll own I am a cunning Elf, Sir. 
My Brother Mun, I reſt upon, tis he that is the Foxie, 
He trimm'd to make his Penſion out, for Fanny and Tom's 

Doxie ; 8 

But when that that, he cou'd not get, he lily told his Grace 
Sir, 


That at the Board, he muſt afford Tom, little Buſhe's Place 


Fifth Hireling. 
When firſt I Grattan's Party join'd, 
thought the King wou'd die: 
When he grew well I cmoger my Mind, 
O! what a Wretch am 1. 


What have I gain'd by my Diſgrace ? 
"'ho' I was promiſed ſo; 

When for my Friend I ſought a place, 
'T was given to my Foe. | 


Oh! the Fool, the ſilly Fool! 
Who truſts what Viceroys ſay ; 
I wiſh I had my Vote again, 
Let Dad ſay what he may. 
Enter the Marquis in a Paſhon as uſual. 
A Plague of Trimmers, you make ſuch a Pother, 
When once you have let'n a Man have your Votes, 
You're always a whining for ſomething or other, 
And begging for Penſions or Places : "a 
What tho' I thank you ne'er fo fairly, 
Still you keeping teazing, teazing on : 
I cannot perſuade you, 
Till Promiſe I've made you, £ 
And when you haye got it, 


Loy tell me, add rot it! 
. Tow 
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Your Character's blaſted, you're ruin'd, undone ; 
And then to be ſure Sir, 
There is but one cure Sir, 


To bribe you to bear your Diſgraces. 
Full Chorus of all the Characters at the Ball. 


Tune, Patrick's Day in the Morning 
Here's Buckingham s Health, 
Let us drink it by ſtealth — 
Leſt it meet with a national Scorning ; 
=; But each Triſh Heart, 
Lays its Malice apart, 
On Patrick's Day in the Morning. 


"Tis true we all groan 
To get B-k—g—-m gone, 
Of his Rancour and Rage we've had warning; 
His Foes cou'd he bear, 
His Friends he wou'd cheat, 
Ev'n on Patrick's Day in the Morning. 
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But now with one Voice, 
For our King let's rejoice, 
Low men and Low Politics ſcorning; ; 
Loyal Ireland ſhall ring 
With“ Long live our King!“ 
Many Patrick's Days in-the Morning. 
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AN IRISH BOUQUET, | 
TO TICKLE THE NOSE OF AN 


ENGLISH VICEROY; 
BEING A COLLECTION OF 


POLITICAL AND P ARODIES, 


DEDICATED TO THE 


MARQUIS GRIMBALDO, 
GOVERNOR OF BARATARIA. 


BY SCRIBLERIUS MURTOUGH O'PINDAR. 


Now handing about in the Circles of Faſhion, and ſung to 
ſome of the moſt favourite Airs. - 


TO WHICH ARE ADDED; 


THE.PROPHECY, 


AN IRREGULAR ODE; 
Acceſſed to his Excellency ſhortly after his Arrival: 
| A * D 

THE TRIUMPH OF FREEDOM, 
Addrefſed to the Right Hon. Henky GIATTAx. 

BY THE SAME AUTHOR. 


— ISIS — 
: 2 * 7 — = — — 8 — — = — a * 4 7 ws y , f — —— — — - 
% N - — F SY — T— Le 3 — 
2 4 = — - _ 4 — A - — 8 : 4 
* 


DB DI n 05 .N 
EXTRAORDINARY. 


My Lozn, 


Excuse the liberty which I take of claiming your atten- 
tion to this unfeigned teſtimony of the ſentiments which I en- 
tertain of your public character as a V -, ard your pri- 
vate virtues as an affable and beloved nobleman. 

I picked vp this little bouguet for your Lordſhip in a haſty ex- 
curſion to the fields of Parnaſſus ; and though it may not re- 
gale your ſenſes with the moſt fragrant ard beautiful flowers, 
and is not of ſufficient conſequence to be dignified with the ju- 
dicious and elegant title of the SHuamnrock ; yet I hepe 
you will find in the humble nettles of which jt is compoſed, 
ſomething to engage your attention in favour of the author, 
and to touch your feelings to the quick, in ſome paints at leaſt, 
as intereſting to yourſelf. 

Your Lordſhip may probably be curious to know, to whom 
you are indebted for this fugitive memorial of the cordial affec- 
tion which ſubſiſts between you and the people who now hap- 
pily enjoy the numberleſs benefits of your wife, conciliatory and 
patriotic government, in the conduct of which not the leaſt of 
your merits has been producing that remarkable change in the 
minds of the people towards you, as it is well known their diſ- 
like of you was expreſſed in various aun marks of public 
diſſatisfaction on your arrival here. 

I will, in ſome meaſure, ſave you the META of enquiry, 
by the mention of a few particulars with which it is probable 
you are not already acquainted. 
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( 66 ) 
To convince you that I have ſhrewdneſs enough to diſcover 


| what is not very plain to the reſt of the world, I refer you for 


proofs to the irregular ode at the end of this little colleRion, 
in which you will perceive that I am endowed with a ſpirit of 
propheſy, which can ſee as far into a ſta te milſtone, as any of 
my neighbours, 

For my politics muſt confeſs myſelf to be of the old faſhi- 
oned party, who love Ireland dearly, and as cordially hate 
the country which has oppreſſed her for ages, and which con- 
ſtantly adds inſults to injuries, by reproaching our people with 
that poverty—which is the conſequence of their oppreſſion. 

With this principle glowing in my breaſt, I can admire the 
abilities of a Pitt and a Fox, withour being in the ſmalleſt de- 
gree influenced by their plauſible profeſſions of affection to 
this country — can hear many ingenious arguments made 
uſe of to prove the claims which England has upon the grati- 
tude of this country ; yet do not at all feel myſelf inclined to 
adopt the fentiments of iny prudent, and probably more en- 
lightened neighbours. —PFar from this, all that I have heard 
on the ſubject, has contributed to confirm the opinion which I 
formed from a view of the conduct and relative ſituations of 


the two countries, ever ſince the firſt moment of their political 
conneQion, 


You begin to ſmile, my Lord, as I grow ſerious—if fa, you 
cannot be diſpleaſed with me -was I in your Lordſhip's ſitua- 
tion, the man who poſſeſſed the wonder- working power of ex- 
torting a ſmile from me, ſhould not go unrewarded. 


la the courſe of this haſty production, where I am inclined 
to indulge a laugh, it is poſſible, by a ſtrange reverſe, that 
your Lordſhip will be troubled with a peeviſh fit ;—nothing 
more natural ;—it is, my Lord, the way of the world, to 
make merry at the experce of others, eſpecially if their em- 
barraſſinents are brought on by their own folly or miſconduct. 
But whether you be inclined to feed en the ſpleen in the 
gloomy receſſes of Kilmainham, or I to follow the ſportive 
propenſities of fancy in a mirth-loving moment, is of little 
conſequence in your preſent ſituation, which, if it will admit 


of 
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of any further happineſs by a removal from this country, 1 
hope you will ſoon experience that pleaſure, by a ſpeedy tran- 
ſportation to a ſtate better ſuited to the profound and extraor- 
dinary extent of your abilities. In this prayer, if the humility - 
of your nature and affeQion for the natives of this country, 
prevent you from joining me, I may with truth aver, that it 
is the univerſal! wiſh of all ranks of honeft Iriſhmen. 
Among whom, I have the honour to be, 
A lover of freedom, | 
A friend to the rights of mankind, 
And your Loxpsn1e”s attentive obſerver, 


\ 


SCRIBLERIUS M. O'PINDAR. 
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P R O B M N UM. 


Tur Editor of this work, feels not a little proud of the 
diſtinguiſhed honor of nſhering into light the following emana- 
tions of genius from the pen of the celebrated Scriblerius Mur- 
tough O'Pindar,—a man, Who, take him all in all, we ſhall 


ne ver ſec his like again; and who is every way worthy of our 


admiration and eſteem, whether we conſider him as lineally 
deſcended from the famous Theban bard, or ſtill more, as 
poſſeſſing, fuch reſplendent marks, of kindred fire. This fire it 
has ever been his pride and boaſt to employ for the public 
good; and now to reſcue our'falling ſtate from utter ruin and 
decay he has endeavoured to reſtore the dignity which the uni- 
ted voice of antiquity beſtowed on Song-writing, from the ne- 
glect of which, or perverſion to baſe purpoſes he ſays, may 
very fairly be deduced the decline of religion, morality, patrio- | 
tiſm, virtne, the fine arts, and particularly that learned and 
ſ-ientific one, which includes the wiſdom and marrow of all 
others, and which the modern Iriſh, have fo happily denomi- 
nated the art of wig-meking—an art, which, a learned and 
pious preacher in one of his ſermons aſſerts, has latterly arri- 
ved to ſuch a degree of excellence among our chief governors, 
miniſters of war and miniſters of peace, taſters of wine and taſt- 
ers of tobacco, ſecretaries, treafurers, commiſſioners of revenue 
and commiſſioners of police (may heaven preſerve them all to 
gratify the wiſhes of a happy people), that many of its proſeſ- 
ſors are enabled to ſhew ſpecimens of their ſkill, without a fin- 
gle hair upon the block. 

To prove the antiquity of ſong, it is ſufficient to mention 
the names of Sappho, Corinna, Pindar, and our countryman 
Carolan, who flouriſhed in the early ages of the world, which 
all ſucceeding hiſtorians, poets, &c. have juſtly termed the 
golden age, by which they mean the age or reign of virtue. If it 


be 
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be allowed, as it undoubtedly muſt, that ſong and virtue flou- 
riſhed together, as that profound philoſopher Dr. Katterfelto 
has claborately proved in the fourth book of his excellent trea- 
tiſe on the copulation of kidney-beans, how much have we 
not to lament in theſe degenerate days the negleQ, not to ſay 
contempt into which this ſublime art has fallen! 

The learned Murtough prepoſes, in a future eſſay to illuſ- 
trate his ſyſtem by examples, drawn from the hiſtories of Moſes, 
Joſephus, Herodotus, Thucidides, Zencphon, Plutarch, 
Livy, and the erudite and elegant Bartle Corcotane, of Kings, 
generals, divines, virtuous men and women, whc{e various cx- 
cellencies that (kilſul antiquarian Sir Joſeph Banks in his ad- 
mired eſſay on the Lunar eclipſes, made in a voyage to the 


North Pole, traces up to their eſteem for the myſteries of this 


noble ſcience. 


He intends to give ſpecimens of ſongs adapted to every rank 


ard ſituation in life, ſo that a future Piti inſtead ot corrupting 
his heart, with the ſtudy of a Machiavel, or bewildering his 
underſtanding with the metaphyſical diſquiſitions of a Locke, 
may eaſily learn the taſk of governing by a few ſongs judiciouſly 
compoſed, and eafily committed ro memory. 

How pleaſing for inſtance would it not be, to ſee a chief 
governor on meeting the parliament, inſtead of the deceitful 
ſpeeches uſual upon ſuch occaſions, addreſs them with a ſong 
to the air of Derry Doun in which to heighten the effect, he 
might be accompanied by the ſtate trumpeters, kettledrums, 
and battie axes—this by the way would be an excellent ſcheme 
for a reforming Viceroy to turn ſuch uſeleſs trumpery to ſome 
good account—and in return how edifying and grateful would 
it not prove to the natives of Ireland, for the ſpeaker to anſwer 
with a ſong to the air of old Granu-avale in which the whole 


aſſembly might join in full chorus - The Fox in the trap awe - 


have cavght hy the tail, The lawyer inſtead of poring over 
Coke vpon Lyitleton, might learn the art of defending his cli- 
ents with the fame facility, The divine by theſe means might 


entertain hopes of working a general reformation of manners — 
the phyſician could work wonders by a due preſcription of 


ſong ; as the learned Count Zimmerman fully proves in his va- 
luable treatiſe on corn- cutting. wherein particular mention is 
made of the green ſickneſs and the bite of the tarantula, which 


inſallibly 
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infallibly yield to that moſt powerful medicine. Here the lo- 
vers of humanity have to lament that {6 much miſchief ſhould 
be done through ignorance or falſe zeal, and that the a N o- 
F1STULATORY operators who have made ſo much noiſe 
of late, and who have taken the field -a mighty hoit ! armed 
with knives, lances, bandages, lints, plaiiters, cataplaſms, 
flummery, ſtirabout, free-ſtone and butter milk, to attack ſo 
dangerous a diſeaſe, ſhould not have tried this ſafe and effica- 
cious remedy ! We recommend this to the notice of Meſſrs. 
Hume, Archer, Dillon, Geoghegan, &c. in the _—_ or 20th 
edition of their works. 

And now, O Reader ! whoever thou art, whether courtly 
or clowniſh, whether mounted on the pinnacle of fame, you 
baſk in the ſmiles of an affable Viceroy, loll in your eaſy chari- 
ot, and ſleep beneath a gilded roof, or doamed to rags, obſcu- 
rity and a garret, drag on a miſerable exiſtence, rejoice and be 
merry, that the incomparabie works of this thrice renowned 
poet are now to bleſs your longing eyes ; rejoice and be merry 
that you poſſeſs thoſe inimitable and matchleſs poems, which 
will hand down the author's name, high blazoned in the tem- 
ple of fame, to the lateſt poſterity. 

Rejoice ! rejoice ! I ſay, and be merry, O reader, whoever 
thou art, that you are now going to feaſt on thoſe ſublime 
firains of poetry that have gladdened all hearts, and been ſung 
by all ranks, from his Excellency in the Caſtle, to the ebon- 
coloured knight of the ſoot· bag. Nor do we deſpair of their 
oon engaging the attention of that eminent proficient in muſic, 
that ſkilful mover of the paſſions, Blind Charley, whoſe me- 
lodious and thrilling notes are ſo admirably calculated to ex- 
preſs the true pathos, and to excite every latent ſpark of ſenſi- 
bility ; that his muſic-room is daily and nightly frequented by 
a motley crowd of lords, ladies, biſhops, captains, butchers- 
boys, ſhoe-blacks, ſcavengers, pick-pockets, and police-men, 
who, like old chaos, forgetful of all rank or diſtinction, warm- 
ly unite in praiſe of the wonders of our blind muſician's enchant- 
ing vocal powers, Which already rival, if they do not ſurpaſs, 
the fabled records of old Orpheus himſelf. 

To give the devil his due melancholy and ſullen though 
he is, we muſt not omit to record it for the inſtruction of future 

| governors 
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governors leſs amiable than the preſent, and the encourage» 
ment of other bards of inferior merit; how much our author 
has been noticed, careſſed, flattered and rewarded, at the 
court of his Excellency the Marquis of Grimbaldo. 

A frugal ſupper, moiſtened with wholeſome ſmall beer, was 
juſt finiſhed—a pint of humble port, with ſober glaſſes, were 
laid on the table —the party was ſeleQ—it conſiſted .of the 
Marquis, L—d D—n, Ma—r H- t, Lord Mn, Lord Bt 
Lord M-—t—m=—, Lord H=—ls—b, Sir B-R=—, and Al—n 
W—n ; grace was juſt ſaid by the State Chaplain, and Hen 
Majeſty's #EALTH drank in a BUMPER, when an Aid 
de Camp ran in out of breath, and holding ſomething in his 
hand, cried out, © 'tis here, my Lord” the governor ſtarted 
for his conſcience ſinote him, and verily be feared the Com- 

mons had ſigned his death werrant in petitioning for his remo- 
val“ I waited till they were done, my Lord“ The gover- 
nor groaned out a bitter ſizh to the manes of his fallen cha- 
rater —** it already runs like wild fire through the town, my 
Lord - they have got it in the. taverns, in the porter-houſes, in 
the whiſkey-ſhops, they have it already in the ſtreets, lanes, 
bulks, and alleys, and Blind Charley himſelf is now rehearſing 
before a very crowded audience in bis imuſic- room the ſongs 
of the matchleſs Scribletjus Murtough O'Pindar.”- At 
the name of Murtough all the people ſtarted, as if electriſied; 
but gentle or urgentle reader, do not miſtake— their ſenſations 
at that moment were full of expeQation of the moſt refined and 


exalted pleaſure ſor fame had already proclaimed Murtaugh's 
wonderful powers in ſong. 


* 


i 


But ah !—what | <1—what gooſequill artillery can do juſtic 
to the ſcene that now enſred ! Divine ſpirit of immortal 
Murtough ! deign to illuminate me with ſome faint ſparks of 
thy genius, or I ſhall ſuccumb under the unequal taſk | 

The firit ſong that engag'd their attention was one entitled 
the Hicu-winver Marquis, which, at the requeſt 
of the marquis, was ſung with great taſte ard judymert, by 
A-n W—n, Mr H—t was ſo faſcinated with the ſublime 
productions of Murtough, and the vocal powers of the An 
that he renounced for ever the beautiſul lectures on oratory, 
which he had received from Lord M- gn ard Sir P—R— 


Lord 
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Lord D—n was ſo loſt in rapture that ſeizing B=t's left hand 
he bit his thumb moſt unmercifully, Lord B—t roared out 
with pain, and dropped the white hankerchief which he held 
in his 1ight hand, and gracefully waved as a ſign of his delight 
and ſatisfaction Lord M—m—s beat time with a large ſtick, 
in which was encloſed the remarkable earth-borer his Lord- 
hip carries on his matrimonial expeditions, Lord H 
b h occaſionally gave the Iriſh cry, which had a very 
happy effect. Lord M—g—n and Sir B-R—in extaſy 
beat the devil's tattoo. But what gave great and refined 
pleaſure, was an accompanyment by ftarts of an exquiſtte 
voice, which for ſome time the company were at a lo's to ac- 
count for, till obſerving the Amn frequently ſqueeze his 
arm cloſe to his body, they diſcovered theſe delightful notes to 
come from a ſucking pig he had concealed there. 

Soon as the tuneful A—m—n had ceafed, an involuntary 
burſt of applauſe broke forth from every perſon preſent ; no- 
thing was heard on all ſides but ſhouting, clapping, kicking 
down chairs, tables, glaſſes, &. The Marquis firſt gave the 
fignal, by vociferating, Long live the divine Murtough !—may 
the prince of poets live for ever The cry ran from the Mar- 
quis to Lord s, frem his Lordſhip to the Aid de Camps, 
to the pages, to the foot-men, to the chamber-maids, to the 
cooks, to the ſcullions, —the tall grenadiers, at the gate 
caught the influenza, they communicated it to the guard- 
oom — St. Patrick's hall, the antichambers, drawing-rooms, 
front ard back ſtairs, kitchen, pantry, and ſcullery—all, all 
the environs of this ſeat of magnificence and the muſes, rung 
with acclaivaiions in praiſe of our matchlefs bard 1 

Nor muſt we omit to do juſtice to the taſte of Lory and The- 
ephilns*, who, to prove their piety and zeal in ſupport of 
2vthes and our holy religion, were then proſtrated at the feet - 
of the goddeſs pouring forth their yows and offerings in the 
temple of Cloacina; inftantly | in concert they joined the grand 


* The proficiency of theſe Gentlemen on wind inſtruments, is not to 
de wondered at, as they had praQtiſed under that able profetior the B— 
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chorus and re-echoed back, @ poſteriori, loud and repeated vol- 
lies of applauſe. 

Never ſure was ſo magnificent a feaſt cloſed with ſuch a 
ſoul-moving concert of woeful and detrimental muſic, if we 
conſider the illuſtrious characters of the performers and their 
{kill in the various inſtruments they played on.—in acknowledg- 
ment of the ſatisfaction received from Murtough's lays it was 
determined in council to appoint him forthwith Poet Laureat, 
and that ſuch a poet ſhould have ample juſtice done to his 
compoſitions, that Blind Charley ſhould be made ſtate muſici- 
an. 

Happy age in which a Murtough wrote and a Charley ſung ! 
Doubly happy, moſt potent Marquis, to have your deeds re- 
corded in never-dying ſtrains, by ſuch a conſtellation of ge- 
nius ! ! And thrice happy poet and muſician, who have found 
ſo munificent a patron, to diſtinguiſh and reward your tran- 
ſcendent merits ! ! ! | 
From ſuch a union—the poetry of a Murtough and the mu- 
fic of 4 Charley—what may not be expected? Vice and 


corruption muſt fly far from us, and this kindom once more be 


deſervedly entitled the Iſland of Saints ! 


E bak TEE 


A N 
IRISH BOUQUET:. 


THE POOR BE-DEVIL'D 
„% 7 
AF AR 0 DF 


On the favourite Song of the Little Plough-Boy. 
To tbe ſame Air. = 
i : 


"T noucn now a haughty Viceroy, I'm loaded with diſgrace 
And on all ſides affronted, I ſcarce can ſhew my face; 

Yet once behind a counter, a merchant's clerk was I, 

Till in unlucky hour I laid the buſineſs by; 

For by a ſtroke of fortune a title to me fell, 

And then a noble Earl made, my pride began to ſwell. - 

Who then could gueſs Je er would be, ſo wiſe I ſeem'd in place, 
A poor be-devil'd Viceroy—and loaded with diſgrace, 


II. 


When once I quitted Ireland, I with I'd ſtaid away; 
That day was mine, but ev'ry dog, alas ! muſt have his day. 
Now funk in a minority, Pitt throws the blame on me, 

And fays, had I ſome of his arts, it otherwiſe would be. 
Sore gall'd by his reproaches, I've alſo cauſe to fear, 

Some mark of public hatred wiil yet o'ertake me here ; 

Yet what to do I know not, ſo doleful is my caſe, 
A poor be-devil'd Viceroy — and loaded with diſgrace, 
| III. The 
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The cenſures of both Houſes I dreaded worſe than all ; 
But what if they addreſs the King, and beg for my recall! 
That blow wo ite deftroy ine; yet how to ward it off, 
And fave my — many a bitter ſcoff, 

Is more than I can think of, and left without à friend, 

By ev'ry party j2er'd at, deteſted and contemn'd ; 

W hat ſtep to take 1 know not, ſo doleful is my caſe, 
A poor be-devil'd Viceroy—and loaded with.diſgrace ! 


THE HIGH-MINDED 
m N 
A PAR O D Y 


On the much celebrated Song of the High-mertled Racer ; 
and ſet to the ſame Air. 

SEE the ſtreets are all crowded, the Viceroy arrives 

At his preſence behold poor Hibernia reviyes, 

All ages and ranks their exertions employ, 

To welcome him here in a tumult of joy 

The day is not miſſed, tho' the fun is gone down, 
While broad blazing tapers illumine the town. 

Too ſoon on his wiſdom the nation preſumes, 

The high-minded Marquis—his ſtation aſſumes. 

II. , 
By prejudice placed, tho' without a juſt claim, 

On the loftieſt height of political frame: 

Rehold him by av'rice, to error miſled, 

Betraying the meanneſs in which he was bred. 
Peculators detecting, but ſeizing the pelf, 

Which they ſtole from the nation, to keep it himſelf. 
While boaſting ſtate-ſavings he ſwells on his gains, 
The high-minded Marquiz=OLD IRELAND diſdaius. 


L 2 III. Now 
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l WIT: . 
Now grown quite reſerved with a cold 2 ., 748 

His want of true judgment, he labours to | ul”? 
Our nobles and gentry, and with them all boſe | 
Who welcomed him over, he ſoon makes his foes, 
Deſervedly cenſured, his ſchemes are diſcloſed, | 
When GrarTran's great queſtion on Tythes he oppoſed 3 


Vet ſtill a few hacks can be found to excuſe 
The bigh-minded Marguis's ſiniſter views. 


IV. 


With conſcious diſgrace, now more haughty he grows, 
And ſtung by the ſpleen to Kilmainham he goes; 
There curſt by the poor, and deſpiſed by the great, 
Dull, plodding and ſad, he bends on to his fate. 
To fetter the Regent be vainly eſſays, 
While Fitz—— in the ſenate records his paſt praiſe ; 
How bright was his riſing—how ſhameful his fall! 
The high-minded Marquis is hated by all. 


V. 


Till at laſt having ſtruggled thro? thick and thro thin, 
With fruitleſs endeavours to keep himſelf in ; 
Confuſed, ſtruck with terror and ſhame in the night, 
He ſeeks to eſcape from the Country by flight. 
Detected, ſurrounded, expoſed to the view 
Of the very ſame croud, who his carriage once drew ; 
Hiſs d, hooted, purſu'd, and depriv'd of command, 
The high-minded Marquis is drove from the land ! 


GRAT- 


: 
1 


GRATTANs W RE AT H. 
A E hot» 9s» A 
On the admired gn Let Fame Sound ber Mo: I 
| To the fame Air, 
LET Pitt chuſe a Ut to curb at t bis will, 
Let conſcience rebuke him in vain; 
The tide of corruption their Senate may fill, 
And placemen may ſmile on their gain. 
The King's civil liſt, let the Queen now ſecure, 
And fink it in funds beyond fea ; 


In England let gold every virtue obſcure, 
And juſtice, that idol obey, 


„ 5 
Let Ireland her freedom with loyalty hold, 
Her commerce and ſoil to improve; 
O!] give me her friends, uncorrupted and bold, 
Whoſe virtue no offers can move ; 
What's Temple ?—an a—, a fit pedant for ſchool ; 
A jeſt for the laugh of the town : | 
What's Fitz ? —but a bully ; and Lory ?—a tool; 
But Grattan true glory ſhall crown! 


LOR F: 1 
To the Air of Crouſteen Laun. 


J. 


1 TRAVEL'D Dublin round, on earneſt buſineſs bound, 
Through ſtreets, and through many a lane ; 

No pleaſure could I find, till certain in my mind, 
To repreſent the College again. 

: II. 


A 


II. 


I flatter'd for each vote, but till I turn'd my coat, 
And acted againſt my grain; 


All frown'd and turn'd afide, tho? they knew it was my pride, 


To repreſent the College again. 
: III. | 
Reſolv'd to ſtick at nought, to gain a fav'rite thought, 
That conſtantly gave me ſuch pain ; 
I put it paſt a doubt, that I could veer about, 
To repreſent the College again. 
IV. 
A Minifter fo grave, ſaid nothing could me fave, 
Prom loſing my election, *twas plain; 
Without I could provide, the Clergy on my ſide, 
To repreſent the College again. 
= V. N 
gays he, you've nought to do, mind what I ſay to you, 
No reaſon you'll have to complain; 
Abuſe the man we hate, with ſcurrilous debate, 
To repreſent the College again.“ 
VI. 
« Now Gratan is the man, attack him if you can, 
Though all that you ſay he'll diſdain; 
With fury at him drive, if with ſucceſs you'd ſtrive, 
To repreſent the College again.” 
VII. 
« Our tythes when he attack'd, by numbers he was back'd, 
E'er fince we have all been in pain ; 
So contradiQ and frown, and ftrive to keep him down, 
To repreſent the College again.” 
VIII. 


The miniſter of peace, thought proper here to ceaſe ; 
Then Grattan I refolv'd to arraign, 

And try my utmoſt might, in confcience's deſpight, 
To repreſent the College again, 
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IX. 

But Grattan was ſo lov'd that my attempts have prov 'd, 
Like many other projects, in vain ; 

And though I gave the lie, it will be vain to try, 
To repreſent the College again. 


IRELANDs 6 L OR T. 
To the favourite Iriſh Air, of Shaun Bee. 
I, 
LET Iriſhmen now—no more paſſively bow, 
To ſchemes of Vice-regal exaction, 
But join'd hand in hand, let our ſenators ſt and, 
To baniſh the proud Engliſh faction: 
By England diſdain'd, we too oft have complain d, 
And hop'd for redreſs by petition, 
Our rights ſhe denied, and with inſolent pride, 
Inſulted our fall'n condition. 


IT. 
Some proud upſtart peer ſhe always ſent here, 
'The fat of the land to deyour, 
Whoſe law was his will, and the drift of his ſkill, 
To graſp at unlimited power : 
She talk'd of free-trade—with inſidious parade, 
Yet beld ours ſtill under ſubjection, 
Our goods with mean doubt, from her ports ſhe ſhut out, 
Refuſing our fabricks protection. 
III. 
Such ſchemes ſhe employ'd—our arts ſhe deſtroy d, 
Her own manufactures to favour ; 
Hibernia beheld, from her cities expell'd, 
By thouſands her ar tiſans, leave her; 
Thus fold and betray'd—her bright genius decay'd, 
Or murmur'd in hopeleſs dejection, 
While turned to deep anguiſh—the harp ſeem d to languith, 
Lamenting the fatal connection. 
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IV. 

Each pimp, knave and fool, each 6 tool, 
Whoſe conſcience in fin was grown callous, 

Each outcaſt of ſtate and ſcoundrel grown great, 
By actions deſerving the gallows : 

With {trumpets of faſhion—who'd once been the paſſion, 
Of lords, dukes and thoſe I'll not mention, 

When caſt off by vice for paſs'd ſins had their price, 
And Hibernia was tax'd for their penſion. 


V. 


Our hopes now revive—while our ſenators ſtrive, 
To further a juſt reformation, 


- Theſe ſpoilers no more—ſhall arrive on our ſhore, 


With penſions to beggar the nation: 


Or ſtill to do worſe, what has been our great curſe. 


When plunder'd by venal colluſion, 

We parted with treaſure, for jobbers at pleaſure, 
To ſpend it abroad in profufton. 

VI. 

No high Engliſh peer, his pride ſhall ſhew here, 
But flifle or cloſely reſtrain it, 

And held in due 2we, ſhall ne'er ſeek a law, 
But the v-ice of the people in ſenate ; 

That voice ſhall be heard—reſpeRed and fear'd 
Still burſting in eloquent thunder, 

While Iriſhmen brave, o'er the lands, and the wave 
Strike envy, with terror, and wonder ! 


VII. 
Then GAT TAN afar, ſhail appear a bright ſtar, 
O' er Europe pre- eminent ſhining, | 
The bard in ſweet lays—ſhall record his juſt praiſe, 
His name with fair laurels entwining ; 
In loftieft pride—ſmiling Freedom beſide, 
Hibernia ſhall brighten in glory, 
Wer patriots wiſe, ſhall our liberties prize 
And fame eternize them in ſtory. 


THE 
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DISAPPOINTMENT; 


Or, War Coctney's Expedition to Shamyeck hire, 
| in Search of a Place. 


Scent College - Green. 


Time.—The night of the general illumination on account 
of Ireland's happy riddance from the troubleſome government 
of the Marquis Gr1nBAaLDo. 

8 I. 
O DAMN me! what's all this here light in the dark, 
T look at the bonefires, yet can't ſee a ſpark ; 
My eyes are fo dazzled, this Dublin's fo bright, 
I'cod they've the ſun in the middle of the night. | 
q Derry down, down, down, derry down, 
1. | 
Tho' naked and poor, I have landed, I think, | 

The gulph muſt be bottomleſs quite where I fink ; 

When I come to the Caſtle, I'll alter the caſe, ; 

Of ſome thouſands a year, I'm in ſearch of a place. 1 

* down, & c. F 
| III. 
I've a line to the butler, and two to the a 

From the Chancellor's valet, and faith I muſt look 

For ſomething worth having—a ſnug ſinecure ; 

Your vulgar employments I ne'er could endure. 

| Derry down, &c. 
IV. 
The revenue—yes, there's good picking in that ; 

Or a pleaſant church living would anſwer me pat; 

Can I fail, where ſuch numbers of Cockneys before, 

Their fortunes have made, and are ſtill making more. 


M Derry down, &c. 


* 
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V. 


The gown of a Parſon I'll over me throw, 
In Dublin I'm ſure an Archbiſhop Pll ſhow, 
W hoſe old Engliſh father o'er ſea took a trip, 
To get bread by jee-ho, and the crack of his whip, 
Derry down, &c. 


VI. 


Theſe Paddies are ever complaining and poor, 
I'cod its no wonder, the reaſon is ſure ; 
My countrymen graſp all the wealth of the nation, 
And climb to commend | in each lucrative ſtation. 
Derry down, &. 
VII. 
By pimping ſome climb the epiſcopal bench, 
Some riſe at the court by the ſiniles of a wench ; 
PII tread in their footſteps as cloſe as I can, 
By doing the needful to pleaſe the great man. | 
Derry down, &c. 
VIII. 
But perhaps, by good luck, I may head the police, 
And hold a commiſſion the public to fleece; 
My appointment and perquiſites then Pll devote, 
To purchaſe a borough, and 1 my vote. 
Derry down, &c. 
Ix. 


But ſtop, I muſt aſk what great houſe * is that there; 
Why damme, you fellur +, what makes you to ſtare ; 


I'm come to the Marquis—1f that makes you jeer, 
I' ſoon N a place of ſome thouſands a year. 


Derry down, &c. 
X. 


Looking at the Parliament Houſe, 
+ Speaking to an lriſkman, 
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Iriſhman ſpeaks ; 
The Marquis you're come'to - faith he's a gone man. 
If you find him, it muſt be by catch and catch can; 
Expecting diſgrace, he was in ſuch a fright, 
He thought it the ſafeſt to play leaſt in ſight. 
_ With my ballynamoney oro, &c. 


He was cried through the town, and by bell-men deſcribed, 


Till we found that a Holyhead-captain he bribed, 
For a mighty half crown—as the ſtory 1 is told, 
To let him, Pn NY away in the hold, 


With my ballvnamoney oro, Ke. 


8 XII. 
No ſooner we found that he thus got away, 
By expreſs we purſu'd o'er land and o'er ſea, 
To make him a'third time reviſit our ſhores, 
With truſty ſhillela to wipe off old ſcores, 
With my ballynamoney oro, &c. 


"I 
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EPISTOLARY, CONGRATULATORY, 


AND SATIRICAL. 


To his Excellency G 
M s of B M, 


„while others daily thee addreſs, 
In language warm, as though on thy arrival, 
Britain no more this country ſhould oppreſs, 
And arts ſhould flouriſh, with a ſwift revival. 
Many there are—and wiſe ones too, 
Who think thee—(thoughts are ſtrange tranſgreſſors) 
A go-between, 
Or ſtate-machine, 
A draining preſs—a Britiſh ſcrew, 
To ſqueeze us like thy * 2 
2 


3 


the Dublin papers. 


Some 
* Written ſhortly after his arrival ia Ireland, and publiſhed in one of 
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Some grave ones ſagely hint—that they behold, 

Through mental teleſcopes of rare inyention, 
Thee —haſt' ning to reſtore the age of gold, 

Fro u av/rice free, from fraud and ſharp contention, 
The thought, I'm ſure, muſt make thee ſinile,— 

And time the truth will ſoon diſcover ; 

Whate'er thy ſkill, _ 
Or fervent will, 

To fix the freedom of this iſle — 

On different buſineſs thou' rt ſent over. 


Some propheſy, the ſplendor of thy reign 
Will quite eclipſe the bright meridian ſun;— 
Jultice and bankrupt trade thou wilt maintain, 
And years beneath thy ſway ſhall proſp'rous run; 
So let the Scers, with profit, fay— 
My faith is not in their direction — 
Thy borrow'd light, irs 
On Erin's night— 
(To mock an injur'd people's woe 
With flav'ry under freedom's ſhew) 
May ſhed a doubtſul, ſickly ray, 
As clouds emit the ſun's reflection. 


The nobleſt virtues, too, wholeſale, are thine ; 
Valiant thou art, though ne er in battle tried — 
Alike thou'rt form'd in councils ſage to ſhine, 
And with thy nod the fate of realis decide. 
Yet pardon me- if] believe 
(What numbers think there's no denying) 
While o'er the ſeas 
They waft thy praiſe, 
Each flatterer's laughing in his ſlee ve, 
And begging grace of heay'n for lying. 


Now for a ſimile, wy lord—to hit 
My ſubje& pat ad ſhew you my opinian ;— 
For fov'reign bards within the court of wit, 
Will hold even Kings beneath their proud dominion. 
With 
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With wealthy Timon's praiſes Athens rung ; 
Fame mouth'd his plaudits—bards admiring fung 
His wiſdom, greatneſs, and his glory! 
But when the channels of his wealth ran dry, 


His paraſites fell off —grew wondrous ſhy, 
And join'd with fame 16 fell a diffrent flory. 


Grown poor—the Grecian paſs'd unmark'd along, 
Or noted only for his condemnation : 
*T was then, too late, alas! he found the throng 
Had paid their honours to his eh and ation ! 


A thriving knave he ſaw —a ſlaye of late, 

Who ſeem'd 1 have made with him a change of fate; 
Now rais'd the idol of the fickle crowd, 

He faw him follow'd, flatterd, highly priz d; 

While he deſerted was- abuſed - deſpiſed 
He figh'd and curſt ungrateſul man aloud. 


Not that I ſeek to intimate from this, 
Thy fortune is like his, a common ſtrumpet : 
Tho' gen'rous thou may ſt be—and great, 
Until thy acts, beyond a doubt, create 


Some proof, J hope you'll take it not amiſs, 
If I delay thy matchleſs fame to trumpet, 


With freedom then, to ſpeak more plain, 
Nor let my thoughts in hints be ſcatter'd, 
Was Bar'ngton, fam'd &, 
Our viceroy nam'd, 
His rank wou'd wipe out ev'ry ſtain, 
Like thee—he'd be addreſs'd and flatter d. 


Northington, amidſt the hackney ſcribbling tribe, 
Found ſome, like ſpiders, weaving, in a garret, 
Their flimſy brains - who for the potent bribe 
Of welcome beef, and all inſpiring claret, 
Proved he was ſent by Jove to bleſs our race ! 
Gave him a name as fair as heav'n's own face, 


So fair, indeed—that nought—-{but truch) could mar it. 
RuTLand!!! 


* Parrington, of light-fiagered celerity 


( 86_) 


RvuTranD!!!—but of the dead I'll little fag 
If heavn ſent him—ſo heavn took him away !” 

Then ſay le was too good for our deſerving ; 
One thought—and. then Vil leave him to his fate, 

If he was beſt of all -heav'n ſend no worſe, —- 
deem the BeST VICEROY—to00 great a curſe, 

And of as mighty ſervice to the ſtate, 

As gulps of moonſbine ta a people ſtarving. 
Well—-GE okGe beprais'd !—in rulers we are bleſt, 

In virtue each ſhines brighter than the laſt; 
Yet by thy glory thoſe who once were beft 

Are in a ſbade of dm obliwion caſt } 

The theatre, my lord, is ſaid to be 
Of the great world a true epitome ; 

The manager is ſoy'reign—he like kings, 
His revenue from ſubje# actors wrings. 

Who in his trammels he conſtrains to draw, 
Chooſing for deputies = time ſerving things, 

W ho make his arbitrary will their law. 
The ſimile in this, I think unjuſt, 
And ever will prove fo to us—l iruſt, 
While thou art George's deputy. —In thee 
Thy friends the beſt of men and wiceroys fee. 
Critics there are, perhaps who think I ſneer, 
Though as the noon-day light, my meaning's clear, 
Periſh a thought fo vile The loud acclaim 
Of crowds—who, know thee not, reſounds thy fame: 
Not knowing thee -] think it is moſt plain, 
How jufi—bow true how free from int'reſt mean! 
(Deeming all praiſes for thy worth too weak) 
Urbrib'd, of thee impartially they ſpeak. 
Panegyric of thee enraptur'd ſings, 
While Hope's light. fingers ſweep the golden ſtrings. 
For me, who know how fickle mortals are, 
Fm ſa tisfied to breathe this fervent pray'r : 
Lefs ill-timed zeal to ſome, may heav'n diſpenſe, 
And grant they'll praiſe thee fo ſome five months hence! 
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Right Hon. HENRY GRAT TAN, 


THE 


SAVIOUR OF HIS COUNTRY! 
THE 


TRIUMPH OF FREEDOM, 
Is moſt reſpectfully dedicated by | 
SCRIBLERIUS M O'PINDAR. _ 


YE dreams, by fond affe ction bred, 
Inluſions dear ! ah, whither fled ? 
In gayeſt robes of bliſs array'd, 
Ah, why ſo ſoon in ruin laid? 


When firſt the dawn illumes the ſkies, 
Unnumber'd mingled glories riſe : 
The brighteſt hues the Heav'ns adorn, 
To grace the radiant birth of morn, 


But ſoon the ſplendid ſcene is loſt, 
By winds in dark confuſion toſt :— 
Juſt emblem of the fate of man ; 

'T was ſo my views in life began, 


When free from care, a playful child, 
Around me ev'ry proſpect ſmil'd ; 
Maturer grown, an eager boy, 

Hope led to promis'd ſcenes of joy. 

Then, heark'ning to deluſive fame, 
My boſom caught the facred flame; 
And, as the tales of old I read, 

I hail'd with awe the mighty dead. 

I caught from Homer's ſacred page 
A parent's grief—a hero's rage ; 
With varied force the ſtrong control 
Of lab'ring paſſions ſhook wy ſoul, 
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As wintry torrents wildly. ſweep 
Impetuous down the rocky ſteep, 
Sublimely rapt, the poet's ſong 
With force reſiſtleſs rolls along. 


I heard the clang of arms afar ; 

Or mingled in the ſhout of war: 
Each change of fate my breaſt aſſail'd, 
And ſmiles and tears by turns prevail'd. 

Nras preſent all! as fancy drew, 
The battle ruſh'd upon my view, 


I ſcem'd the ſanguine held to tread, 
Around they conquer'd, fought and bled. 


My boſom beat with wild alarms : 

1 ſtarted hierte, and call'd to arms ! 
On fire to ſtrike th avenging blow ; | 
And cruſh my couſtry” 8 ruthleſs foe. 

I ſaw the wack of Erin riſe— 
Her bantlers float along the ſkies— 
Her ſpoilers ſlain, —her fetters ſpurn'd, 
And all her martial pride return'd. 


Like lightning ſwift, from man to man, 
Through alt, the generous ardor ran ; | 
Indignant ruſh'd the dauntleſs band, 
To ſnatch ſrom chains their native land. 


The heroes flew in time to ſave 
Expiring freedom from the grave; 
Who, when the fated time had run, 
Repaid them with her Carling ſon : 


High Independence! who reſtor'd 
The nation's rights, ſo long deplor'd, 
Whoſe voice divine, and cheering ſinile, 
Arous'd the Genius ofthe iſle. 


No more the harp, attun'd to woe, 
In wailing notes was heard to flow: 
The bard, of Erin's glory ſung, 

The hills with ſhouts of triumph rung ! 
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An excellent new Playhouſe SONG, called by de Way 
of its Title, 


DE M——R—$ DONE OVER; or, 
ALL DE BOYS IN A STRING. 


Being all in the Tune of Lord Altam's Bull, 


HAL G—TT—N is my name, 

And de ſame I will never deny; 

I got fifty thouſand pieces paid me down on the nail, 

For ſpeaking for de ſweet Liberty ! 

I'm de boy, your ſouls ! dat docked de money-bills, and put 
de free trade in your fiſts, ſould Poyning's to Mr. Foot of de 
corner, and bid de Engliſh Parliament kiſs our a—es. Den 
your ſouls to de gallows ! when I fobb'd my mocus's, well be- 
comes me, by de hokey, I falls a ballyragging F-, ſpits in de 
Volunteers countenance, and corks de newſpapers gobs, your 
ſouls, Huzza for de ſweet Liberty ! 

II. . 
De next dat ſpoke he was ſweet Jacky Prancer, 

And here's what prancing Jacky he did ſe-gay: 
As for all de big places J was up to in de ſtate, 

De ready penny always I did pe-gay. 

Dere's de clean lad, your ſouls ! dat never calls for any 
thing he does not pay for, fair and honeſt. Dere's ne'er a boy 
in de ring, your ſouls ! dat does not love kelter better dan de 
belly-ach. Stick to dat, Jack, get de porrige from dem, boy, 
and come over to us for de ſalt, your foul !—Huzza for Jack 
Prancer and de ready-rhino ! 

III. 
De very fifth day of February, 

(It being de P- mt day), 

All of us ſtout-hearted boys morris'd down to de Houſe, 

For to drive de Ms of B—k—— g— m away. 


Dat vas de day ſure enough; I ſpied him vid his, ſpegch in 
his fiſt, and his ſpectacles on his nob, No ſooner vas de word 
N out 


— 
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out of his jaw, dan we opened at him for de bare life, your 
ſouls ! out 1 lugs out of my cly, de makings of a King of our 
own, boys; but de Ms being of a high ſpirited diſpoſition, 
bid us quit de premiſes, or Edgeworth's timber would be de 


word]; den it was, your ſoul ; we gave him de fincere dreſſing, 


ave de job to half a dozen of our boys, run de cadet upon de 
qs, and put ſaucy into his diſcharge, your ſouls. 


IV. 


Ve bit him on the ſhort money- bill, 
Next we fought him bout his brother Billy's place, 

When d'expreſs, (blaſt his day lights !) juſt cum't in de nick 
For to tel—de K—g he was mending apace. 


High B—ſhe ! low Sh—d—n ! twig de Paviour vid de ſtone 
in his ſleeve for dem Who's afraid ? your fouls ! I would 
not run away, boys, tho'f I got the plump lie in my chops. 
Here's de bit of a ring to fight it out in, your fouls ! Five bal- 
loon ſwarthies to de boy dat takes de heels from under de lad 
of wax on t'ther fide of the Green. Oh, C- -n, jewel ! 
you are ſhort ; Square back your ſouls 1 Off, off boys! Bad 
luck to dem ſpalpeens from de country! Pack up all de fpeeches 
for next week, and to de devil vid de hindmoſt ! 


V. 
Next we fought him on the penfion bill, 
That Lord S—n his revenge he might take; 
So he pops in his phiz, counts his merry men all, 
And tips ould Charley de wink for to fpeak. 


Sweet Charley ! hould to de matter in hand, boy. Enter 
de pup, your fouls ! de beſt young bull dog in de whole mar- 
ket ! [three cheers] Ey for ever ! Tip him a ſup of de na- 
ked, to coak de ſweat off his eye-brows. On ! Mr. Leſtrange, 
take care of your mace Mr Cook, put vp your papers, till he 
makes a ſally up to de Miniſter's mazard. Huzza ! boys, for 
cunning little Iſaac! come down among us on his padroul of 
honour. Huzza, boys ! it is all our own, your s to the 
gallows ! Huza for de country gentlemen, your ſouls ! 


VI. Mr. 
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ä VI. 
Mr. Pitt, he's a very bad man, 
As de great Prince abroad he does ſezay, 
For running down his Buck, here in de Iriſh land; 
De places dey will be all tuck awa-gay. 


Well, and what ſuppoſe, your fouls ? When the M—q—:3 
croſſes de herring brook, it will be all a—e-about in a crack. 
Who dare fay Rat? yaur fouls 1 Long F—-1b —s, hand down 
de Robin, till his grace puts his mark to it. Oh, by de hokey, 
ſays his honour, de council, it won't do, valeſs G—d-=y Gr—n 
ſteals us de ſtamp-paper. Pad it over, Lodge, your ſoul, to 
de Poſt-office for ſome of the freſh wax off my Lord Loftus's 
patent. Huzza, boys, for de Paviour ! up to his elbows in 
the Treaſury ; den you'll have your liſting money over again, 
and places rattling about like begggr's bullets, your ſouls ! 

VII. . 
And its den, huzza, for de ſweet Liberty, 

And huzza for de boys in a ſtring ! 

We'll drive away de Ms get good places for ourſelves, 

And do what we pleaſe wid de K—g 


Huzza ! boys, your ſouls to de gallows, for de ſweet Liberty 


and a groan for the M 


S, and Ct Party. 4 


. JOHN FER NS. 
Weavers-Square. 


| T 1 2. 1 g 
IRISH PLENIPOTENTIARY. 


Tg! 
ENOUGH did we ſing, 
Of the Plenipo's thing, 5 
Which came from the Barbary coaſt, Sir. 
But let us alone, 
Plenipo's of her own, | 
Hibernia at preſent can boaſt, fir ; 
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She ſent them expreſs, 
To preſent the addreſs, 

Was there e'er ſuch a ſet of balſharies ? 
And in a damn'd racket, - 

They fail'd in the packet, 

The new PLENIPOTENTIARIES. 

II. 
When they came to the Head, 
They were landed, half dead, 

They got ſuch a damnable toſling ; 
A whole night” and day, 

They were bound in the Bay, 

And another they ſpent, fir, in croſſing: 
When they came-into Wales, 
They all lug'd out their tails, 

And exhibited curious vagaries ; 

But their bobs weile fo dry, 
| That the girls cried fie, 
At theſe PLENIPOTENTIARIES. 
III. 
Firſt I — s fam'd Duke, 
With a ſimpering look, 

Took a girl, and ſwore he would ſtroke her; 
But found at each puſh, 

That he bent like a ruſh, 

And all he could do was provoke her. 
Then the old Volunteer 
Cried, come hither my dear, 

T'll enter your cunny ſo hairy; 

But the General's ſtaff, 
It would make a dog laugh, 
Such a ſhrunk PLENIPOTENTIARY. 
IV. 
Then came Tom the Jockey, 
With his Caſtletown cockey, 
To enter the lifts with his maiden ; 
But ſhe mov'd like Eclipſe, 
When he feels ſpurs and whips, 
And Tom like an afs heavy laden. 


Then 
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Then at the firſt heat, 
He fell down at her feet, 
And cried, I am diſtanc'd, dear Mary; 
Vour Black-and- all- black, ö 
Is ſo bitter a hack, 
She out run PLENIPOTENTIARY. 
V. 
This P— nu; faw, 
And he ſwore by the law, 
That his Fox in her den ſhou'd take ſheter ; 
Tho' he bluſter'd fo ſtout, 
Vet ſhe ſoon ſmoak'd him out, 
When ſhe found him unable to melt her. 
Then came Killimoon, 
Fot to play her a tune, 
But at the firſt rub became weary ; 
His fiddle-ſtring ſnapt, 
And he feign'd himſelf clapt, 
What a rare PLENIPOTENTIARY. 
VI, 
At laſt came O'Neil, 
With his north- country tail, 
But ſail d in th' attempt like the reſt, fic ; 
Tho! 'tis ſaid his endeavour, 
Was of all the moſt clever, 
But ever ſo bad was the beſt, ſic ; 
This degenerate ſpawn 
Of the old rebel Shawn, 
Was ſoon in a woeful quandary ; 
And exclaim'd with a figh, 
He was ready to die 
Oh! the poor PLENIPOTENTIARY. 
VII. 
Let Hibernia beware, 
And in future take care, 
How ſhe ſends ſuch a puny embaſſy, 
„Elſe all Europe will ſay, 
* Oh, good lack-a-day ! 
Poor Granagh is lately run crazy, 5 
et 


— - — — 


— 


- 

ö 

5 
. 
2 
. 
L 
* 

i. 

al 

'S | 
wo 
9 
« 


- — * 
FI + Wa. 
PR o 


* 
7 5 


Y 3214 n 
a+ 
p<, 

2 


( 94 ) , 


Let her envoys be ſtrong, 

A ſtout aid- de- camp: 7. 
Or a Captain who ſeldom feels weary 3 

But with ample deſire, 

To take the ninth Fier, 


Such is a true PLENIPOTENTIARY. 


IS 
— 


» - "0 * 0 — 299 


RETURNING the other night from the how. after the 
farce of the Apprentice, the merriment which had been there 
excited, did not ceaſe, even in ſleep. Though the perſons of 
the performers were changed, as weil as the ſcene ; and though 
the paſſages which the would-be actors ſpouted. were not ex- 
actly thoſe I had heard at Crow-ftreet, it was the Apprentice 
ſtill. —I was at a loſs for a good while to diſcover who aQcd 


the part of Dick, till at length I recognized the features of a 
young prancling. He was but a poor Dick ; he frequently 


ſeemed to forget himſelf, or to be overpowered by the crouds 
around biin, all ſtriying to pour out their ſpouting torrents. He 
did not however ſpeak, I think, that paſſage of Ranger, badly : 


« Upl go, neck or nothing, up I go.” 


But he was immediately interrupted by a yellow little ill- 
looking fellow, who was rather advanced in years ; and from 
whoſe wig, and look altogether, you would at once pronounce 
to be a country guager, or ſearcher, who cried out in all the 
pompous exultation of Cato, 


Thanks to the Gods ! my boy has done his duty.” 
The little fellow was right fond of hearing himſelf, though 


very incoherent in his patch-work-—He ftruck jaunediately i into 
Richard, and pronounced with great eagerneſs, 


My horſe, my horſe, my kingdom for u horſe * * 


I was in hopes we had him now for Richard, but he took a 
great jump from Richard to Othello, aſſuming the conſequen- 
tial ſtrut and air, declaring in the words of Othello, 

** T have done the ſtate ſome ſervice and ihey know it.” 

| Ang 


( of< 


And was proceeding, I ſuppoſe, in the words of ſome other 
author, to ſtate the value he had given when Dick ſtepping, 
forward, and waving his hard as if for them all to be ſeated, 
began Cato's OY to his little ſenate, 


Fathers we once again are met in council, 


„ Czfar's approach hath ſummon'd us together, 
„% And Rome 3 


And her Rats are at the point of battle ; 
© The one ſide muſt have bane”. 


intenupts à dapper fellow, whoſe ſinartnefs ſpoke him an H 
torney, The mention of the word Rat, ſeemed 10 excite the 
exertions of the whole compatiy. | | 


« And like a Rat, without a tail, 
« Pit do, and III FE and Ill do, 


cries out a naſty, outlandiſh-looking wretch, who was, I be- 
lieve, 4 ſcavenger, if I might judge from the dirt that ſtuck to 
him; and indeed, the oddity of his appearance, as he had literal- 
ly almoſt two faces under his hat, did not diſqualify him for 


the character he choſe of Macbeth's Witch. Theſe words 
ſeemed to excite the indignation of a luty, well-looking man, 
who wore ſpectacles ; he caſt on him a look of loathing, and 
contempt, and replied in the words of Shylock, 


« What if my houſe be troubled: with a Rat, 
And ] be pleaſed to give ten thouſand ducats 
« To have it ban'd ? 


A ſmart little fellow, in a Serjeant's uniform inſtantly made a a 
paſs with his rattan, at the poor Scavenger, exclaiming in the. 
words of Hamlet, 


« A Rat! a Rat ! dead for a ducat ? dead. 


I was under no finall apprehenſions for the Scavenger's eyes 
had not the Serjeant's hand been interrupted by a miſerable 
Slender figure, which would have anſwered admirably for the 


poor Apothecary in Romeo, or Lovegold in the Miſer, remonſtra- 
ting in the words of Pierre, 


« Rats die in holes and corners,” 


The ſerjeant turned ſhort upon lin with Macbeth, 
* Avaunt 


TBD: 
* Avaunt! and quit my fight ! let the earth hide thee ; 


FT here is no ſpeculation in thoſe eyes 
Which thou doſt glare withall. 

* If charnel-houſes and our graves muſt ſend 
„ Thoſe that they bury-back—our monumen 
« ſhall be the maws of kites. | 


- The times have been 
„That when the brains were out, the man would die.” 


An old invalid, whoſe face and perſon reſembled pretty 
ſtrongly the figure of the late king of Pruſſia, as repreſented in 
our ſigns, ſeemed determined to ſupport the Scavenger and his 
friend, but he did not chuſe to come ſingle to the attack; he was 
perpetually looking behind him, with great uneaſineſs, for ſome 
little imps that held his tail, crying out at every moment in 
the words of Duke and no Duke, | 

« Meo, Reo, and Aneo, flick cloſe boys 1 flick cloſe Fe 

Near him, a heavy-looking fellow, whom I thought a Baker 
ſamous for his Rolls, could think of nothing, but The Journey to 
Londen, and was indeed, not a bad Sir Francis Wronghead. He 
frequently repeated, 

H aſked the Miniſter for a place of about a thouſand a 
« year, 1 am afraid I may not get the fir ff quarter this half 


” 
. 


«c 


Behind was a fat, ſwaggering Green horn, who ſeemed not 
to be a little in earneſt in lamenting the unfortunate iſſue of 
ſome ſpeculation he had lately made, exclaiming in the words of 
poor Beverley, 

„What had I to do with gaming ?” 
Not, indeed, that his circumſtances had been the fame with 
Beverley, for he ſupplied the ſoliloquy with that paſſage of Ro- 
meo's Apothecary, | 
« My poverty, but not my will conſents.“ 

But nothing diverted me more than a ſtrange, little, auk- 
ward creature, who would be ſatisfied with nothing but Fal- 
ſtaff He ſeemed to exult greatly in that idea of Jack's, 


„ have led my ragamuffins where they have been pepper d. 
; « Have 
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Hove you any e er 
Being down ?” 


The word /evers he pronounced with ſuch an indiſtinẽt precipi- 
tancy, that had I not knowa the paſſaze, I ſhould really have 
thought he ſaid paviours, When be was down, numbers to- 
gether diverted me crying out, 


Would it were bed-time, Hal, and all well.” 


u. now to be tired, and was not ſorry when ſome one 
recited, and in a very affecting accent too, 


Old Lear ſhall be a King again.” 


Whether theſe words were an alarm, as a watchword to 
ſignify to each of them that his maſſer was come home, I know 
not ; they certainly, at all events, ſeemed to excite great con- 
fuſion and uneaſineſs. The company ſeparated precipitately, 
overſetting each other in their hurry to eſcape, ſwearing they 
were found out, and would be ruined, and bidding the dew#/ 
tale the hindmoſt.— The noiſe awakened me; and I remember- 
ed the laſt words that ſounded in my ears, were the exclamati- 
ons of one L—gr—e, a great way among them, as he was en- 
dea vouring to get out, 


What do you call this; — The Rat- trap! 
« Marry how ?—tropically. B. . 


n FU ah * 1 FAY _—— 7 


aA 8 448-0: 
To the tune of © Rebellion has broken up Houſe.” 
Si natura negat facit indignatio verſum. 
J. 
ROUND ROBIN has broken up houſe, 
And left me old lumber to ſell ; 
Come here and take your choice, 
And Pi promiſe to uſe you well. 
O Here's 
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Here's a fine old Iriſh Crown, 

That Robin was trying to truck; 
To the K -g we'll knock it down, 

With the bargain G—d fend him luck. 

Sing high for our honeſt old King, 
And his honeſt young friend—Billy Pitt: 
Damn all the Bats, 
And the Foxes and Rats— 
And may all biters be bit. 
II. 

Will you buy the Penſion Act? 

"Tis as good as when new, I'm bound; 
Before in the middle it crackt 

It coſt Ten Thouſand Pound. 
Here's a hoop that poor Robin made tight, 

But he found jt would never bind; 
And a wonderful pillar whoſe height 

By its ſhade in the dark you way find. 

* Sing higb, &c. 


Here's the place of every hack, 

You might have them with my good will 
But I fear Buck has ſold them back, 

And taken their Ten Months Bill. 
And plenty of coats Buff and Blue, 

They are going for any thing lai ; ; 
Almoſt as good as new— 

And turned but twice I declare. 
| G Sing high, &c. 

IV. 

Set up C—le—r's dancing ſhoes 

He brought for the Prince of Ws ; 
Harry's patent, and his, if you'd chooſe 

To buy them without the ſeals. 
Take three reams of paper they got 

For Acts for the people to win em; 
They are all without blemiſh or blot, 
For they could not tell what to put in 'em. 

Sing high, &c. 
V. Whe 
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- V. 

Who bids for my Bull- dog Pup ? 

As ſtout as ere ſtood upon ground ; 
Ere of blood he had taſted a ſup, 

He ſtood in Five Hundred Pound. 
I've a heap of Scavenger's dirt, 

(Scraped up by a Paviow's care) 
In B-ck——m's teeth to ſpirt; 

And I'll fell you a face he ran ſpare. 

Sing high, &c. 


* 


VI. | 

Will you buy the police coffee · roaſters, 

For which they were threatn'd with tats ; 
And here is a groſs of cheeſe toaſters, 

They got to regale the rats. 
I'll ſell you the full-bottom'd wig, 

That P y got for the Chair; 
You ſee its well curl'd and big, 

And nothing the worſe ſor the wear. 

Sing high, &c. 


VII. 
And here's a neat couple of ſtools, 
Were ſat on by wriggling C- rry: 
And here are the Round Robin rules, 
That they all forgot in the hurry, 
Here's every one's honour and oath ; 
And their bonds, and their hands, and their ſeals, 
If to bid for thoſe trifles you're loath, 
Why, Tl fend 'em a preſent to Wales. 
| Sing high, a 


4 EPIS T LE a a certain PERSONAGE ere 10 4 
certain per ſon in Lo x DON. 


WORRIED, perplex'd, and quite ſick of my ſtation, 
I cordially hate this damn'd here Iriſh nation. 
am nobody now -I have loſt my authority, 
Nor can bribes, nor can promiſes gain a majority 
W-g- * And 
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And what is ſtill worſe, that horrid lean Caſſius, 
With his curſed penſion bill, is determin'd to ſinaſh us , 
But if patents arrive, twill be loſt, God bethank it, 
By Ha'fpenny, Turnpike, Muſter and Blanket. 


Tis hard, after ſearching for old guns and powder, 
The cry of profuſion ſhould be ev'ry day louder ; 

And tho' I made W d to cut his own throat, 
Yet all I gain'd by it, was a poor ſingle vote; 

Still L——r and S——n and L——s oppoſe me, 
And what vexes me more, Sir John dares to noſe me ; 
In ſhort to abuſe me they all take delight in, 

Becauſe they all know that Pm not fond of fighting. 


But I lie quite retir'd, and fave caſh at K——m, 
And as to my ſervants, board wages maintain 'em. 
My picture tho? drawn by the city's commands, 
With a ſplendid gilt frame, is now left on my hands. 


| Thoſe volatile Iriſh, who boaſt of their ſpirit, 
To my Dutch education will not allow merit ; 
With knowledge of figures, I figur'd away, 
And ſtudied my Cocker by night and by day ; 

* But they think that my knowledge is uſeleſs and barren, 
Becauſe I o'er looked all the jobs of friend W—n ;, 
And Becauſe at the firft I was pliantly civil; 

They thought I would ſend the p——e to the Devil! 
And when they expected their taxes ſhould ceaſe, 

I added an hundred by way of decreaſe ! 

In taxes, addition, I love to diſtraction, 

But never could bear that damn'd rule of ſubtraction. 


Becauſe to tranſmit the addreſs I refug'd, 

I was cenſur'd by all, and attack'd and abuſd; 

I wiſh when theſe delegates were in your power, 
You had ſent then: to N-wgate, or elſe to the Tow'r, 
For daring to go off without my conſent— 

Could I ſec the fix hang'd, it would give me content. 


Tho it vex the whole nation, I here will remain 
To get all ] can—and your power to maintain. 


If I carry my point, and the money bill paſſes, 
I then will diſſolve them, and ſhew they are aſſes. 


The 
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The national purſe then I'll drain of its treaſures, 
To get in more Hacks who will vote for my meaſures. 
80 C—l—t, G—tt—n and all may go whiſtle, 
And thus I will end my poetic Epiſtle. | 
| , BOW WOW. 


* T—— * * — 


Tus LADS or Tres CASTLE, 


LET us not be ſurpriz'd that our Caſtle young men, 
Are ſo fond in the Senate to prate, 

Tho? they meet with an ugly rebuff now and thes, - 
They all have their reaſons of ſtate. 


Major Hob, I am told, you're learning your trade, 

Sure, you're Viceroy to be, by and by, 
And, tho' no great ſoldier, as puny a blade, 

Has done, to divide a goole-pye. 

Sing Hob in a Well 
Derry down. 

Tho Grattan denies it, young Marcus is right, 

In life's early ſeaſon to ſcold, 
If old Proverbs ſay truly, fo learn'd a wight 

Can never expect io be old. 


My young ſpark, 
White Mark. 
down. 
That C—k is no native, that mender of ſchools, 
In his teeth the rude ſatiriſt flings, 
Yet who can admire, if our Viceroy he rules, 
When his father was maſter of Kings. 
Sing C- xk the great clerk. 
| Derry down. 
W —yP—e, with the refuſe of Downing-ſtreet fare, 
Came crying, a piping hot ſpeech, (1) 
He ſwore it was hot, but before we got ſhare; 
T was as cold. and as flat as his breech. | 
And ſing piping-hot P—e. 
(+) This gentleman made a moſt cold and phlegmatic ſpeech this ſerie 
on, and was all the time apologizing for the ardour of his manucr. 


Y 
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My lads, if you're wiſe, you will limit your aim, 


To pudding ſo fojid, I wor, 
And think for your comfort, in miſſing of fame, 


What elſe has fat Bucky cer got. 


4 And ſing Bucky ſo fat, 
| Derry down. 
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J. 


FOR whom was kill'd poor Robin ? 
For me, ſays the M 8, 
To fattęen my carcaſe, 
For me was kill d poor Robin. 
Wo A 
Who was it kill'd poor Robin? | 
"Twas I fays F=— b—n, 1. 
My tongue ran ſo glib on, 
Twas I that kill'd poor Robin. 
1 
Who was it faw him fall ? 
"T'was I ſays Lord 8 
True diſciple of Mammon. 
"Twas I that ſaw him fall. 


n. 2. 


The a'ove are notes to be ſung—here follow the 
on the death cf Poor Robin. 


Ard all the birds faid amen. 
ſervice for Aſh Wedneſday. 


* 


D. 


The barbarous, and bloody murder of POOR ROBIN, 2 
was brought to a ſhameful end ly the hands of wicked men, near 


the Caitle of Dublin, in the month of March, 1789. 


IV. Who 


notes to be ſaid 


1. Whoſnever ſheddeth the innocent blood let him be accurſed. 
Vide Fitzgerald's trial, and the 


2. In fpite of St Mathew, this Lord's example has proved, 
thai the Mp of Ged ard Meg mon are rot inccmpatible. 
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IV. 
Who was it caught his blood ? * 
Twas I fays Bob D- bn, 3. 
Whilſt boiling and bubbling, 
"Twas I that caught his blood, 
V. 
Who was it mourned his fall ? 
"Twas I fays old H ll, 4 
With my black bill, 
Twas I that mourned his fall. 
| VI. 
Who was it wak'd poor Robin ? 
_ Tis I fays T——ne, | 5. 
With my two eyes in one, 
Twas I that wak'd poor Robin. 
VII. 
Who was it rang the bell ? 
"Twas I fays white M——k 6. 
As blythe as a lark, 
Twas I that rang the bell. 


————__K__———— 


3 This office was peculiar to the High Prieſt of old. Vite 


4- 


Kennet-—but a queſtion may ariſe from a ſort of obſcurity in 
the text, whether it was the Bird's or Biſhop's blood that 
boiled and bubbled—for the honour of the Chur ch, I kope, 
it may not be decided by a Carpenter. 

The noble Lord's /achrimatory ſpeeches on the recovery of 
the good old K g, will not be very inapplicable on the pre- 
ſent occaſion— for we ſay ſuch a perſon has a Haw#'s Bill 
when he has the Hawk's appetites,/ or we ſay ſuch a perſon 
has a Twrile's bill, when he profeſſes in old age the aizcrous 
diſpcſitions of that bird. | 


The intenſeneſs with which this noble Lord viewed the bo- 


dy of Poor Robin during bis ſitting up at the wake, left it 
ſhould be carried away, produced the melancholy effect 
mentioned in the text. 


6. Mr. Grattan is pledged to reply to this iet Boy, as 


ſoon as he arrives at the years of diſcretion— till then e 
adviſe him to ſtick to the belſty. 


G0 


VIII. 
ho was it made the grave? 
was Ifays fat D—I-n, 7 
Wich digging and delving, 
*T was I that mace the grave 


IX. 
Who was it ſung the dirge ? 
Twas I fays D 
Having ballads in ſtore, 
Twas I that ſung the dirge. 


X. 
Who was it read the prayers ? 
T was I fays bob D— 5, 9 
In a ſad diſmal way, 
"TwasT that read the prayers. 


XI 
Who was it ſaid Amen ? 
'T was I fays pert O——xk, 10. 
With aſſaſſin- like look. 
Twas I that faid Amen, 


ore, 8 


— — .  _ — —— 


7. For this young Nobleman we could find neither rhyme nor 
reaſon — none but himſelf can be his parallel. 

8. The ingenious Dr. P——y is the ſole inſtance of a man's 
obtaining a Biſhopric, by the means of an old fong - whether 
his Lordſhip will ever part with it for one, muſt be left to 
time to decide. 


9. The ingratitude alone of this Gentleman to the Poor Ro- 
bin, gave him an irreſiſtible claim in the eyes of the M——s 
to the ſolemn office. 


10. Aſſaſſin- like look is here well applied, for it is notorious 
that the unholy Clerk, inſtead of attending to the humble du- 
ties of his deſk, is continually employed as a ſpy upon the 
congrezation, for the mean purpoſe of blaſting their fair 

fame. * 


THE 
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THE 


QUAKING and SHAKING, FEARS, CONFESSIONS, 
AN 5 DECLARATIONS 


oF THE 
KOEN £& 
LA 7.2 
1 WAS once in high favour, and made a 8 
But took too deep a dip, and am now a contritioner; 
I ſwore I was drunk—but would henceforth be ſober, 
Or elſe, like the taylor, was ſurely done over. 


Over, over, oh! 
B E. 


Ogh good people all, Tm in the ſame ſtate, 

Brought into it, dear Chriſtians, by my own, near relate ; 

But damn him, I'll quit him, aſk pardon of Marquis, 

And pawn truth and honour, tor the fake of my carcaſe, 
Carcaſe, carcale ; oh, I'm done over! 


0E. | 
At the head of the Barracks, I'cut a vie figure, 
None ſplutter d ſo much, at leaſt no one look'd bigger; 
But was out in my politics, and nothing can ſave me, 
Except bother touch at your ne made Ginnevy. 
Ney, nevy, nothing can ſave me, 
I'm gone to perdition if Bucky worrt fave me. 
2... i | 
1 bad got all I aſk'd, and more than I wanted, 
Whatever I wiſh'd for, was inſtantly granted; 
But I was ungrateful, and ought to be damn'd for't. 
Dick loſes the revenue, I ſhall loſe Strangford. 
Strangford, Strangfotd, will not be damn'd for't, 
My life ſhall repent it, fo I'll not be damm'd fort. 
E—G—N. 
Had I at the bar been content with my wig and gown, 
But Hell to your politics, they have coſt me five hundred pound, 
You promis'd a place, but away all your hopes have fled— 
Send me five hundred pound, cr I'll ſend you a bit of lead, 
For I am done over, 


„„ Sf tar + 


I 
42 
- 
1.0 
fot 
142 
er 
. 


. 
1 
5 * $ 
' We S 7 
- : 

* 


* 
* - 2 þ 
enn a 


_ 


—_ 
— 


= * 
— WW, hr 


"AAA; 


( 166) 
= A NE w 
IRISH COUNTRY DANCE. 
I. 


AT a dance, my dear friend, very lately I've "va 
A comical hop, that was in College-green ; 
No ſooner had G I the muſic began, 
Than from one ſide to to'ther like fools, they all ran. 
Derry down, down, down, derry down. 
H. 
Young Charley led off, he danc'd down, and then ſet, 


And into his place, back again, ſtrove to get; 
But C k had got in it. —a lad that ſtands faſt, 


80 Charley was ſhov'd, one ie by one, to the laſt. 
in Derry down, &e 


Next 3 e, with C=——, hand in hand did begin, 
Says the Knight, my dear C—e, you ſmell foully of Gin; 
Avaſt there ! ſays C—e, don't you throw the firſt ſtone — 
You know, my dear Jack, you've had jobs of your own, 

| aan: &c. 


IV. 
Then G -n roar'd out, huzza boys ! huzza ! 
See C—nc--r Jack now begins to'Chaſſte ; _ 
Have at him old Charley, now ſhuffle the brogue, 
Ard tip him a ſqueeze you falacious old * 


Derry down, &c. 
V, 


Now Cn cry'd out=play up Mr. Gn; 
Then caſting off nimbly, he turn'd a M; iſs H——n, 
A ſmooth-fac'd young lady, but dreſs d in boys cloathes, 
And by no means a man, as Fame's trumpet loud blows. 
* Derry down, &c. 


There was an old Prancer, call'd Turn about Tack, 
"Twas ſaid he had been a moſt damnable hack; 
Was famous for prancing when ſull in his prime, 
But fad to relate he did now miſtake time. | 
Derry down, &c. 
VII. Then 
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Then P———y mov d and danc'd corners at F — 7 
Then he baulk'd at * Chair, and turn q round Lodgy Mud; 
Lodgy Mud, whoſe old ſire, that for dullgeſs lang fam'q, 


Was bewig'd i in the freer, and . ud was nick -nam'd. 
FRG Pave down, &c. 


Then E—n ſet off, but he ſeem'd not to been, N 
To which fide or other 'twas beſt for to go ; 
But ſoon recollecting off quickly he, flew 
o that fide he ſaw the moſt numbers go to. | 
N Derry down, &c. 


] obſerved too, that Be, he ſeem'd much at a loſs, 
He danc'd down the middle, then over did croſs ; 
But when croſſing over, he made too long ſtrides, 
Rigadoon'd once or twice, and danc'd out at the fides. 
1 Derty down, &c. 


I was much entertain d, but it happen'd too ſoon, 
One P—ns came in, put the flute out of tune; 
So quickly the dancers join d hands in a ring, 


And cried, altogether, we'll make a new King, 
Derry down, &c. 


3. CANE WEI 
oO F THE 


P. A. D 06 
A POLITICAL FARCE. 


Lo xD Su — x. 


THOUGHTS to council —let me ſee— 
Hum !—to be or not be a patriot, is the 93 
A Dukedom, muſt that follow ? 
Say what men will, 
A penſion bill, 
Is bitter to ſwallow, 
And hard of digeſt ion | 
--P 5 But 
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But ſear makes the danger ſeem double 
days G—tt—n, what miſchief can och 
My place, ſhould I venture to 
"Y Pick L-fi—d Pl! work, l 
In the city of Cork; 
His few votes in the Houſe 
I don't value a louſe ; : 
Then Bucks, Bucks, 1 defy you ! | 


"Pa T. 
I know the law, tho' I fay't ; 
I am ſo cautious and wiſe, 
The world feels ſurprize, 
My prudence nodding = 
To catch of late. 
Never fear, Sir, 
My ſafety is here, Sir, 
Yes, yes, 
Though my project I miſs, 
Let me alone ; | 
To the K—=g I will (wear, 
Were it not for my care, 
They'd have totter'd the throne. 


Round Rosix. 
Say was there ever ſo fooliſh a thing? 
Whither, ah whither, ſhall we wing 
Our airy flight ? 
Nor Prince, nor King, 
Can think us in the right ; 
Mo 2s, ne: 
Our jabbing they well do know. 
: Oh ! were the Marquis gone to ſea, 
Then how happy ſhould we be. 


* 


Sir J. B 
Were I a Scavenger to ſweep 
The ftreets—:my b-—s 1 would keep 
; At public coſt, in open day, 
And penſions ſhould my wenches pay. But 
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But ſhould the Viceroy of the King, 
Not countenance each blaſted thing, 
Then, in the Senate I would ſcold, 
And ſcorn him, tho' my place I hold; 
To get another I would try, 
Or, with Round Robin, make him fly. 


— 1 


Oh wherefore this terribly flurry ? 
Pl! tip them a ſpeech in a hurry ; 
When I let my tongue go.— 
At each friend and each foe, 
I rattle away, hurry ſcurry, 
Now quite out of fight I am jumping, 
Then plumping, 
Up jumping, 
And thumping, 
What the queſtion may be, 
Tis quite equal to me; 
Soon reaſon may leave me, 
My ſenſes deceive me, 
Or a great man I'm deftin'd to be. 


Gorrrey G 


Dear heart, what a terrible gueſs I have made, 
Tho' I was better both ſhelter'd and fed: 
Night and day 'tis the ſame, 
Ned Hunt makes his game, 
Oh! I thought the K—g was as good as dead! 
What's now to be done ? | 
] muſt cut and run. 
Godfrey here! Godfrey there! 
Godfrey every where ! 
I was hig:—10w I'm low! 
I muſt go, I muſt go ; 
Oh! Oh! 
Me thought him the fame ting as dead ! 
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But let me when my heart's a ſinking, = 
Have one jovial bout of drinking; | 
When Harry ſpeak, 
Such miſchief he make, 
Me ſoon am cur'd of tinking. 
Then there's C—te, C—te, C—te, 
That ſteady lad, Cte ; 
And D —s B-—n, 
And D s B—n, 
To boot 3 
May talk of the King, 
Till he make the houſe ring; 
But tied in his garters, poor Godfrey may ſwing. 


»„— „ 


From an Engliſh paper wwe give tile 
! 
6 1 HB 


SIX REGENCY MAK ERS. 


Mr. BUR R Es. 

WITH all the ſanctity of manners for which his countenance 
is ſo well formed, put on his ſpectacles, and lifting up his eyes 
and of courſe bis glaſſes, to heaven, pronounced the ſollowing 
grace, to which the company joined their Amen, or So be it :— 

AR -“ Care, thou canker of our joys.” 
Our Bill it died laſt Thurſday night, 
Ard ye muſt go to-morrow ; 
Six Iriſhmen in doleful plight, 
Trudging home with forrow. 


Then get ye gone, and tell that fate 
Which theſe fad tidings bring, 

That you were juſt a day too late 
To ſupercede the King.— 


Mr. Sheridan propoſed that the company ſhould nat go away 


with dry lips. It was the cuſtom in Ireland to have a vet al- 


ways at parting. Bottles and glaſſes were therefore placed on 
the 
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the table; and Mr.*Courteney being appointed toaſt-maſter it 
was agreed to fit for an hour, and not more as His Royal High- 
neſs had buſineſs elſewhere, and the Duke of York had a /et at 
tennis, which called him to his Court at the ſame time. 
008 Courteney gave, New Ireland and its 2 Ma- 
The Prince ſaid be would drink, « Old Ireland and its 
\Lawful King. 
Lord C— declared that was ſynonymous to his frier d 
Courteney's toaſt; for od and nee wete exact y alike when 
they meant one wh the ſame thing. 
The Duke of York gave, © The Army and the Conſtitution. 
The D- of —— wiſhed to know whether the volunteers 
of Ireland were included as his noble friend Lord Ct had 
the honour of being Conſtitutional Commander of thoſe forces, 
without either the appointment of his ſovereign, or the ſanction 
of law, and if ſo it would be proper for the noble Earl to with- 
draw whillt his own health, and that of his corps were drinking. 
The Duke of Tork faid, that his Lordſhip need not deprive 
the company of his preſence. 
Mr. Courteney call d upon Biſhop Wrx 0ox'G 51D for a ſong. 
His Lordſhip excuſed himſelf as he had none but what were 
chemically prepared. 
The Biſhop of Oſnaburgh inſiſted: that the learned prelate 
ſhould either ſing or fine, 
Any - thing}. ſooner than the payment of fines with the 
church; ſo the Biſhop ſung, 


KIR“ Anda begging we ce. 


Of all the trades a-going 
A Biſhop is the beſt, 

For while the Rector's tredging, 
His-Lordſhip is at reſt. 


My caſſock was a poor one, 
And lowly was my ſtation, 
But Analiſis Politie 
Zoon gave it new tranſlation. 
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Then here's to Fox and 'Loughbro'. 
- | Thoſe  Chimifts at firſt ſight, 
Who ſrom ſimple nothing made 

A phlegm call d Prince's Right. 


This ſong received all the plaudits it ſo richly merited ! 
and George Hanger ſwore, though he never troubled himſelf 
with even analiging a taylor's bill, that he ſhould follow the 
Right Reverend Pielate's directions, and try if it was poſſible 
by chemiltry, to tranſlate himſelf into a new ſuit of clothes. 

Mr. Burke being called upon for a toaſt, gave, Health to 

Mr. Haſtings.” 


This aſtoniſhed all the company, and an explanation u was 


called for. The Right Honourable Gentleman ſaid, that the 
death of Mr. Haſtings would at this time be theit utter ruin. 
That public delinquent was the only prop to their expiring 
cCauſe the only ſubjection which they could diſplay their elo- 

quence; and though the great bulk of mankind now plainly 
perceived that the MOoT1vEs of the proſecution were ſelf-in- 
| tereſt not public good, yet the Parliamentary ſanction, already gi- 
ven to this procedure, muſt afford a fine field for a po 'itical ran- 
cour——4 rancour that from all the late diſappointments of 
the Party, was now in its meridian of malice. He deſired the 
company to recollect, that Oppoſition were much lowered in the 
eſteem of the people by the late attacks againft the Sovereign; 
and that it was neceſſary for them to retrieve theit charaQers, 
by quitting a MAJOR1LTY that was invulnerable, to torture a 
ſubject they had already wounded Hence it was that he wiſh- 
ed health to Mr. Haſtings. 

Mr. Fox begged to explain this matter to the Iriſh Delegates 
Mr. Hattings was the BULL now to be baited, the K E- 
G MONSTER being dead; and he hoped that this 
matter would be taken up iu the Iriſh Parliament, the two hou- 
tes there having juſt as conſtitutional a 1ight to impeach an In- 
dia Governor, as they had to interfere in the appointment of a 
Regent ſor the Britiſh dominions. 

Mr. Haſtings' health was drank on this explanation ; and 
the time now arriving for the departure of the Regent Makers, 
one of the moſt tender ſcenes that can be imagine took place. 

But 
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His r, when he got up to take leave, was fo full 
that he could not ſpeak. A flood of tears guſhed from his 
eyes and falling with great rapidity on the table, ſwept away 
Lord ſnuff- box, 

This tender tribute of ſorrow ſhot like bghoing through the 
company and every man was affected except the prince of Wales 
who by royal prerogative is exempted from crying like a ſub- 
jeQ. He did, however, all in his power to DRY ue THOSE 
TEARS and ringing the bell for Weltjee, order'd half a do- 
zen mops, and as many pails which was accordingly done, and 
the footmen continued ſoaking up and ſqueezing until the foun- 
tairs of grief were exhauſted, and no more water could flow. 

The tears being removed, and carried home to Biſhop 
Wrongſide's laboratory, there to be DEPHLEGMATED, ei- 
ther by diſtillation or ſublimation, ſo as to ſeparate the Bodies 
preparatory to their being concentrated, in order to extract what 
was pure; and the room being made as dry as poſſible after 
ſuch an inundation, the Regency Makers embraced their 
friends, and hugging and kiſſing according to the cuſtom of Ire- 
jand, made their bow and departed. 


THE DOUBLE GREENWICH COACH 


had been previouſly prepared by the party; and that every ho- 
nourable compliment might be paid to theſe great men, the 
Prince purchafed 


SIX MILK-WHITE BULLS, 


who were yoked to it after the Hibernian faſhion with ſtraw 
collars, vulgarly known by the name of SuGGons, and 
twiſted willows made into Gads in the place of traces, 


The COACHMAN 


was ſelected from among the luſtieſt and beſt looking chairmen 
that could be found in St. James's ſtreet y and The POSTIL- 
LION, in hay boots and fra ſaddle, made a very reſpeQable 
fizure on the neareſt of the two leading bulls, 


2 * The 
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The —— and — 
took their ſeats in the firſt coach, and the ſecond held 
Mr. C—— Mr. ON, 
Mr. 8—, Mr. F., 


who threw halfpence to the crowd as they paſſed along, wa- 
ving their hats out of the coach windows until they had got to 
the turn into St, James's-ſtreet, that being the road they took, 
intending to purſue their journey by the way of Oxford, that 
they wight call at Mr, Burke's as they paſſed by Beconsfield. 


TWENTY-FOUR NODDIES, 


at the Prince's own expence brought from Dublin, conveyed 


the ſervants two in each. Theſe followed the double coach, 
and were drawn by Jack-aſles, 


THE 


THE 
POLITICAL MIRROR, 


BEING PARODIES ON THE 


3 M 0 IT! 
o F THE 
POOR SOLDIER. 
| | 2 KF | 
SCRIBLERIUS MURTOUGH O'PINDAR, 


Author of the Cries Or BrLoon, the NerrLe, the 


Beccar's Or ERA, &c. 
1 1 


Axp Porr LAURA ZAT TO His ExXCELLESNCY 
1 e 3 


1 


MARQUIS OF GRIMBALDO, 


GOVERNOR OF BARATARIA. 


ö 


Dramatis Perſon. 


Friends to Barataria. 


Dee of L—r. Mr. F—b—8. 
L- d Ch——xt. Mr. S—ew—t. N 
Sir E—d | "FP Mr. G—tt—n. 
Mr. C—ll-y. Mr. P y. 
Mr. O'N—lI. Mx. Ham It-u R—n. 


Marquis of Grimbaldo and Hacks. 
M.nduis. | Mr. H—b=—t, 
L—d Ty—e. M—$ B-f—d. 
Led M—ingt—n, Ld P-. 
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POLITICAL MIRROR. 


AIR I. Sleep en, ſleep on.“ 


HaM-LT-on Res, 


Axovs, Hibernia !—rouſe, though late, 
To viſit honour's ſhrine ; 
Yet doſt thou mourn thy fall'n ſtate, 
Condemn'd in chains to pine 
Thy ſons are fir d the morning breaks, 
Of freedom on thy ſhore: 
Corruption flies while virtue wakes, 
Thy glory to reſtore. 


AIR II. „Dear Kathleen,” 
Manzquis. 
DEAR M- ington, you no doubt, 
Find gold how very ſweet 'tis, 
Hacks bark, and Forbes has crow'd out, 
To bribe you almoſt late tis, 
This morning gay, 
I poſt away, 
To take you ſurely into pay; 
So high Ill bid, 
No more you'll need, 
To murmur for a penſion. 


Laſt night my thoughts ſo flat in, 
Through Shannon, Neal and Loftus, 
T aſk'd of Harry Grattan, 
To vote as Foſter oft does, 
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His anger roſe, 

| My blood he froze, 

The little member cock'd his noſe ; 
So high I Il bid. 
No more you'll need, 

To murmur for a penſion. 


AIR III. Since love is the plan.“ 
LD P- RAA-x. | 
SINCE gold is the plan, 
Ill catch all I can, 
The-Viceroy I'll court, though a foe to the man, 
An orator fit, * 
I'Il ſeaſon with wit, 
Whatever is wrong while I'm voting for Pitt. 
PII think on myſelf, Sir, > 4, 82 Fry 
And graſp all the pelf, Sir, 
And barter my voice while the nation is bit. 
Though haughty he be, | 
The Marquis ſhall ſee, 
He never can conquer unaided by me, 
To ſecret a lob, 
To manage a job, 
And rail at injuftice, while others we rob ; 
This is my delight. 


By Cay and by night, 
Im his if he's mine; until then I' be free. 


El D U E T. 

a Mazqv1s axd Hacx, 
Manx. OUT of my ſight, or your wig T1 pull; 
Hack. I'll fit you ſoon for your baughty ſkull ; 
Marq, I'll turn you out to appeaſe my pride; 
Hack. To-night Tl Yote on the other fide. 
MAR. A place and penſton ; 

Hack. What's that you mention ? 
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Manq, Go train your hacks with your fiddle dee dee, 
A hireling ſtaunch is the man for me, 

Hack. A whipper in- is there any like me. 

MarxqQ Like bridewell to me the Senate ſeems, 

Hack. The morning air like a cook's ſhop ſteams ; 

Max. Ilookin the glaſs and view diſgrace ; 

Hacx. Tl vote you out though 1 loſe my place. 


Max A place and penfion, &c. i P 


AIR V. * The twins of Latona.” 
Mr. Gor T—x, 
THE rights of my country are firſt in my view, 
O'Neal is a friend to her cauſe, 
And Forbes lends an aid to our liberties true, 
And Stewart would bleed for our laws : 
The with of my ſoul is corruption to drive 
From the ſenate, which now it defiles ; 
While Pitt ſeeks to trick us, againſt him I'll ſtrire, 
And break through and baffle his wiles. 
Our party ſtrengthens and ſweet is their cry, 
Yet ſweeter the ſound of the people's reply; 
Be ſteady - be honeſt—our objeQ's in view 
"Tis juſtice we ſeek for, and freedom pur ſue. 


From his Caftle the Marquis dejeQed peeps cut, 
Our cenſures his boſom aſſail ; 
He ſighs — while o'ertaken by terror and doubt, 
His courage and conſtancy fail ; 
Surrounded by foes, he no longer can ſtay, 
Hopes fade from his view on each fide, 
Repenting, deſerted, he haſtens away, 
Deſpair taking place of his pride. 
| Our party till frengliens, Ec. 


AIR VI. The meadows book chearfu!.” 
Mr. F— 3 — 83. 
HIBERNIA looks chearful, her hopes now revive, 
8o boldly againſt her oppoſers we firive ; 
Our freedom eſtabliſh'd we firmly will guard, . 
And Engliſh influence for ever diſcard. _ 1 
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Ye placeman of Ireland, ah ! ceaſe to betray, 
Nor injure your country ſo baſely for pay, 
Tho? titles and places, and penſions are fine, 
They glad not the heart with ſuch feelings as mine, 


AIR VII. * How happy the ſo'dier.” 
| Mr. ON— t. 

HOW happy the country whoſe people are free, 
Who know no countroul but the monarch they ſee ; 
With a Parliament ſcorning each venal diſguiſe, 
Incorruptible honeſt undaunted and wile. 


Their fails whiten ocean, where'er the winds blow, 
Their ſoldiers intrepid, o'ercome ev'ry foe. 
They ruſh like a whirlwind, reſiſtleſs, to war, 
And fame wafts their glory, encreaſing, afar. 


Sublime and majeſtic - the ſoul- moving bard, 
Incites them each birthright, deteimined, to guard; 
To virtue and, honour he rouſes the throng, 

While freedom, exulting, re-echoes his ſong. 


AIR VIII. © The wealthy fool.” 
Sir E D N—NnA—x. 
THE wealthy Lord, with gold in ſtore, 
Aſks places, tho” he does not need them 3 


FT aſk of heaven, on earth no more, 
Than life to view my country's freedom. 


Though fortune ever glads his door, 

He ſeeks ſor more than fate decreed him, 
Content I'd be if ever fure, 

Of life io view my country's "TRE 


X 


Mazquis. 
The Senate at firſt meeting, 
Had hi-etings from confctence free, 
Win compliments and greeting, 
To Ireland the welcom'd me: Though 
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Though eaſy then to rule them, 


Smiling, gay, and ſupple too. 
I can no longer ſchool them, 
And now to pride bid adieu! [Exit Marg. 


| Enter G=TT—N. 
How cloſe we ſeem'd united; 
On liberty, truth and right, 
How was my ſoul delighted? 
Now dimm'd is each proſpect bright; 
Some traitors are brought over, 
What ſums it muſt the nation coſt, 
I plainly can diſcover, 
By what the penſion bill was loſt. 


*Y 


AIR X. 7 hough late I was Hump. 


Marquis. 
_ THOUGH late I, was grave, proud and haughty, 
I'm now grown as meek as a moule ; 
My loſtineſs ſurely was faulty, 
It loſt all my friends in the Houſe. 
Doatherum, doadle adgity, nadgety, tradgety, rum, 
Gooſeterum, foodlle idgity, fidgety nidgety, mum. 
Dear Shannon, then why did you quit me, 
A Marquis ſo noble and high; 
I've every thing that can befit me, 
Your intereſt too in wy eye. | | 
Dootherum, doodle, &c. 
You know I have ſcraped up much money, 
All means to amaſs it I try'd ; | 
My brows ſhall be ſmiling and ſunny, 
And nothing you aik be deny'd. * 
| Dootherum, doodle, &c. 
My foes riſe in numbers around me, 
Proud Leinſter —with Grattan — O'Neill, 
O how all their cenfures confound me, 


But join me, Fl furel yall. 
85 5 Dootherum, dood e, Cc. 


R AIX. 
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AIR XI. Farewell ye groves.” 


D— or LX. 
TAKE back your place, I ſcorn a penſion, 
Each promiſe I deſpiſe from you; 
With conſcience clear, and juſt intention, 
To all your ſmiles I bid adiev, 


But oh! may all my hopes moſt dear, 
My conſtant zeal, the love ſincere, 

Which to my native land I bear, 
Burn on thro? life with fervour new. 


AIR XII. Tho" Leixflip is proud.” 
Mr. C-LL—vy. 
THOUGH England may boaſt of her maritime glory, 
Her great population and lucrative trade, 
Her cities ſo ample and famous in ſtory, 
Her nobles ſo rich, and the conqueſts ſhe made; 
As each his own country muſt ftill make the moſt of, 
In praiſe of Hibernia I hope I'm not wrong; 
Hibernia poſſeſſing what kingdoms may boaſt of, 
Truth, genius and valour—the theme of my ſong. 


Let Iriſhmen honour and love one another, 
No people ſuperior all Europe can ſhow ; 
Let none for religion fall out with a brother, 
But join hand in hand 'gainſt their inſolent foe ; 
Then ſoon ſhall they riſe into juſt eſtimation, 
Wealth, commerce and glory ſhall bleſs them cer long, 
And all other people admire in our nation, 
Truth, genius and valour—the theme of my ſong ! 


AIR XIII. Dear Sir, this brown jug. 
L—D C -x r. 

DEAR Sir, this gold box which I claſp in my hand, 
Holds a relique more precious than Kings can command, 
The heart of a freeman whoſe honeſt brave ſoul, 

No bribe could allure and n#Viceroy control; 
In the ſenate he fat, to his country endear'd, 
And the name of great Lucas ſhall &er be rever'd. 
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Forgetting his intereſt and glowing with zeal, 
Deſpiſing what dangers himſelf might affail, 
The genetous enthuſiaſt, boldly arraign'd 
That power whoſe meanneſs and guilt he diſdain'd, 
Perſecuied—yet honour'd, and lov'd in exile, 
His worth Virtue ſaw and approv'd with her ſmile. . 


For Ireland—expiting the patriot pray'd, 
And yielded his breath in her cauſe undiſmay'd ; 
His country in mourning, lamented his end, 
And bath'd with her tears the pale corſe of her friend: 
In death, what more noble could mortal receive ? 
When virtue and liberty wept o'er his grave. 


AIR XIV. *© You know Tm your prieſt.” 
LD TY to a Hack. 
YOU know I'm a lord, and your intereſt's mine, 
And if you're imprudent, it's not a good ſign, 
So leaye oppoſition to brawling and ſtrife, 
And ſoon with a penſion you're ſettled for life. 
Sing Ballynamona oro 
The faveets of a penſion for me. 
A Bill being mov'd fot—to ſpeaking you go, 
No matter how wrong, —it's the ſame thing you know, 


You rail for the court, —what you've got off by rote, - 


And ſtrike your adverſaries dumb with a—vote. 
Sing Ballynamona oro, Cc. 
Though no one attends, yet you ſtill ptate away, 
Viceroys can reward, and *tis yours to obey, 
He gives you his friendſhip to have and to hold, 
You get into place and then pocket your gold. 
Sing Bally numona oro, &c. 
The people may curſe both the Marquis and you, 
W hat matter for that—though it may be your due, 
A ſuite of gay ſervants—fine houſe and rich plate, 
With an equipage noble, ſhall lackey your ſtate. 
Sing Ballynamon2 oro, c. 
R 2 
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Of conſequence grown—now you're courted all round, 
A peerage comes next with a title you're crowned, _ 
"Tis then “ pleaſe your lordſhip” I think you're at home, 


| You're raiſed above changes, whatever may come. 
Sing Ballynamona oro, Ec. 


AIR XV. A poor Curate, © 


vans fit for any fray, 
Churliſh, ſtout, and fond of bruiſing ; 
*#** on paper fires away, 
Credit, truth and temper loſing. 
L outs, loobies, empty boobies, 
Ceaſe this mock'ry of religion, 
Pray'rs you make your daily bread, 
And in church—the public--pigeon. 
r trucks his dirty vote, 
Gold commands, his ſpirit venal ; 
* would cut each Cath'lick's throat, 
Through charity, by ſtatutes penal. 
Louts, loobies, &c. 


ve, at his tradeſinen ſwears, 
Bears his ſervants for his pleaſure ; 
ve will ſometimes ſay his pray'rs, 


But much oftener counts his treaſure. 
Louts, loobies, &c. 


ee walks a chairman's pace, 
Bites his lips, indignant ſcowling; 
ve ſpeeds on with dumpling grace, 
Like a bloated porpoiſe rowling. 
Louts, loobies, &c. 


AIR XVI. 
MAR. 
WE the point may carry, 
If a while I tarry, 
But for you 
Know it is true, 


I dread that little Harry. + | 
We the point, &c. 
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| M— H—z—T. 
Gold our fears diſpelling, 
Hope our ſorrows quelling, 
Bow and ſmile 
You'll beguile, 
Bribes are all compelling. | 
| Gold our fcars, &c. 
Ms B-$s—0o. 
To the houſe I'll haſten, 
- There on Grattan faſten, 
At nought I'll ſtick, 
Through thin and thick, 


Since we have got this paſs in. | 
To the houſe, &c. 
| Mas. 

No Viceroy ſince the firſt has 
E'er been ſo croſs'd or curs'd as, 

The man you ſee 

Not one like me, 
Pitt—no ſhare in the duſt has. 

; No wiceroy, &c. 


AIR XVIL 
G—-TT—N, 
IF ev'ry member prove untrue, 
The courſe of honour I'll purſue, 
I'll brave this haughty pedant's pride, 
And ſtem corruption's whelming tide ; 
I'll bring to light each ſecret ſcheme, 
Aud load his memory with ſhame. 
F—3—8. 
Though in the upper houſe are found, 
A herd of principles unſound, 
Who voted down the penſion bill, 
Let's bravely hope to paſs it ſtill ; 
May each be curs'd a thouſand fold, 


Who dares betray our rights for gold. 
| | | G-TT=N 
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G- rTT—x. 
Oh! what is glory but a name, 
Or what the empty voice of fame, 
What honours- titles — wealth or place, 
Compar'd to virtue's hour of peace; 
A nobler pride from freedom ſprings, 
Than ever ſwell'd the powp of kings. 


AIR XVIII. 


| Le—sT—k, 
WHAT true felicity I ſhall find, 
When all are join'd 
W hom truth ſhould bind, 
How pleaſing to ſee 
All Iriſhmen free, 
Fach 1ifing by worth to high ſtatiop. 
| CH—L—T, 
No worthleſs hireling ſhould grieve us, 
Yet heaven may pleaſe to give us 
Some lucky hour, 


To blaſt the power, 
Which withers the ſtrength of the nation. 
CHoRvus, Ne worthleſs, &Cc. 
LtE—sT—R. 
My fortune I at home will ſpend, 
Till life ſhall end, 
My tenants* friend ; _ 
This you may believe 
Their wants to relieve, 


Is the picaſure which higheſt delights m. me. 


ST - E=-AN r. 
Had heaven our juſt wiſhes granted, 
And given the freedom we wanted. 
How bleſs'd would we be, 
All happy and free, 
Ev'n the thought - for paſt troubles requites me, 
Cuorvus, Had heaven, &c 


Some 


6127) 


ON— r. 
Some imprudent hacks, at a pretty rate. 
Of freedom prate, 
In loud debate; 
Each vile diny ſoul, 
Whoſe's under controul, | 
To honour; forſooth, lays. pretenſions. 


8 Fo— —8. 
Ye Iriſh who've been tried already, 
O can you perſiſt and be ſteady, 
For Ireland agree, 
And ſhortly you'll ſee, 
We'll be free in ſpite of prevention. 
| Cnonvs, Ye lrifb xc. 


C- Mx. 
No worthleſs hireling cares a bean \ 
For Ireland's pain, 
His gilded chain, 
Each hugs with pleaſure, 
And'counts his treafure, 
Though loaded with difgrace for ever. | — 


G- TT -x. 

The commons ſlill keep in the field, Sir, 

Nor will they ſo eaſily yield, Sir, 

While we're crown'd with fame, 
The nobles from ſhame, 

No titles or power can ſhield, * 
Then let us unite oy 
Our cauſe is the right, 

The Marquis now hopes that we'll humble, 
But Cer long his pride, | 
With that of his fide, 

eg lofty, will certainly tumble. 

Cuno us. Then let us unite, &c. 


AN 
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AN EPIS T L E 


From a CERTAIN PereRSONAGE bere o Hits Ex- 
PLOYER in Landon. 


1 BELIEVE my dear Coz, that you will allow, _ 


That a good ſhate of merit is due to Bow Wow; 
I have made theſe here fellows to cut their own throats, 
And from their own pockets have purchas'd their votes. 


Jack Prancer, whoſe virtue is like that of Peg's, 
Will prance to my tune with the gout in both legs; 
He at firſt was as coy as an artful old whore, 

And held out for terms—that I might bid more : 
But by fair and by foul means I nick'd him at laſt, 


As Comptroller of St==gf—d I now have him faſt. 


Jack Copper fo baſhful, fo modeſt, and coy, 

Now expreſſes his grief, now expreſſes his joy, 

Tho' he votes with us ſtill, and is zealous and hearty, 
By compliments ſtrives to keep fair with each party; 
Like a bowl on he wabbles, puſh'd on by the biaſs 
Of further preferment for brother Matt s. 


Like yourſelf, I will venture thro” thick and thro” thin, 

And none who oppoſe me ſhall now be kept in ; 

I know I am hated by every man here, 

Like the Devil l'm worſhipp'd—not fiom love but from fear. 
New places and peerages are charming fine ſcraps, 

For, like Rats, I muſt lure them by baits to my traps. 


Their Lordſhips the biſhops, men of learning and parts, 
In compoſing of pray'rs have been breaking their hearts; 
And his good Grace of D— quits money affairs, 

And boxing his Clergy—for thankſgiving pray'rs, 

The reſt all aſſiſted, like godly divines, 

And forgo for the time the computing of fines ; 

Their zeal for the caufe much inflam'd their devotion, 
But not the expectance of future promotion. 


Tho” 
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Tho? to places of worſhip I ſeldom reſort, 

To Chriit church Vil go with the ſtate of the court: 
I hope that affairs will go ſmooth at St. Paul's, 

Tho? the proverb be ſtale—that ears are in walls. 
You'll be edified much if your friend Willis preaches 
For doubly as Doctor he tutors and teaches, 


L—r and Ct both made me fick, 

And Sh—n, I fear will be fandfaft Dick ; 

But I've got ſpecial men now to give me advice, 

For C—ky and H—t know ev'ry man's price ; 

They bully and wheedle==they know each member's face, 
And convey in the nick a Bank note or a place: 

They found out that P—by was but a ſtraw, 

And that Bd was well vers'din the Revenue law. 


And C—ky a man of fine ſatyr and wit, 

Thought himſelf for the War-office only was fit; 
Bur he ſtill ſhall continue, as uſual, to write 

The ſharpeſt invectives his pen can indite; 

He ſhall pay to my meaſures the homage that's due, 
And profuſely be laviſh of praiſes to you; | 
V hilt none of my foes from his Rov is exempt, 


The Prince he ſhall treat with the moſt Sovereign contempt : 


On his Highneſs's marriage he ſtill ſhall inſiſt, 

And to urge convaleſcence he muſt ever perſiſt. 
Some rogues, with their jibes in the newſpapers ſay, 
A ſucceſſor to me comes from Botany Bay ; 

But I value them all not the dirt of my ſhoe, 

So I pocket the caſh—and am uſeful to you. 


T have got the ſupplies —off the junto ſhall pack, 

To get them new ſeats and their tenants to rack; 

When once I am rid of that curſed Round Robin, 

For intereſt and Votes I will ſet them a bobbing, 

And then I can turn out all at my pleaſure, 

Who dare to opp*ſe any favourite meaſure. 

I hope Th—w and C—d=—n approve of me now. 

Jam, my dear Coz, your devoted | 
. BQW WOW. 


LY 


8 


— 
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| BOW WOW's Answer © bis EMPLOYER. 


1 RECEIV'D, my dear Coz, your obliging epiſtle — 
The Iriſh, like ſpaniels, attend to my whiſtle. | 
I have open'd their eyes—they diſcern like wiſe men. 
And are now reconciPd to the votes of Exciſe-men. 


Though guagers in troops are ſent down to D- an, 
Ard compoſed of old footmen thus reſcu'd from ſtarving ; 
With numbers to -s, not diſtillers to watch 
But to vote fer a friend and for counſellor H 


Poor Mrs he yelp'd and tho' well he de, 
He injur'd the cauſe he fo baſely defended ; 
His ſpeech was ungarded, and in his chit chat, 
From out of the bag he let fairly the cat. 
Bur C--n more fond than a monkey of play, 
Wiſh'd to ſhip off the guagers for Botany Bay, 
The viper himfelf I could wiſh to tranſport, 
To teach better manners to men of his ſort ; 
Calling Cookey and H— exotics, was bad— 
But his freedom with me, I muſt own, made me mad. 


 ToC— C-—— I went on the Thankſgiving day, 


With a ſtronger intention to watch than to pray; 
To judge from the quantum of each man's devotion, 
Who was worthy or not of his future promotion ; 

I look'd round upon all and moſt nicely commented 
On thoſe who were preſent, and thoſe who abſented. 


I gave a grand dinner in our ſpacious fine Hall, 
Lord ! my Baron of beef quite aſtoniſh'd them all! 
For as I invited the chiefs of my party, 

I deterniir'd for once to make them eat hearty ; 
And tho? they all ſay I am poor and penurious, 
I gave them a dinner would pleaſe Epicurus. | 


Hall, 
Our Prætor again by abſurd Proclamation, 
Forth iſſued his m2ndste for illumination; 
No wonder it {truck many folks with amaze, 
That gur Manſion was dark and the town in a blaze. 


But 
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But fools who wiſh only to ſhew their affections, 
Are often too buſy in giving directions. 


The Knight by political {kill in aftrology, 
Foreſaw turning out, and ſo made an apology ; 
I know him right well as a mere cunning ſhaver, 
Let him till ſtamp his frizes, and ſtill be a paviour ; 
In ſcorning reſentment, I think I ſhew d ſenſe, 
For a Bailiff or Cow-boy can't give ine offence. 


I. 2nd Co. are come in with ſubmiſſions, 
And otheis are ſtrixing to make their conditions 
So that boaſting apart, I may venture to ſay 
Our affairs in this country are in a good way ; 
And nothing untoward can poſlibly fall, 

If the damn'd jaunt to H=— does not ſpoil all, 


But Saturday laſt was the cream of the jeſt, 2 
For then their whole virtue was put to the teſt ; 
They refus'd to receive their Committee's report, 
And the cries of the people rais d laughter and ſport. 
Your Bow, then, can boaſt—and without oftentation, 
He could get their concurrence to ruin a nation. 
That I manag'd things well, you, and all muſt allow, 
So now I conclude, your devoted 


BOW WOW. 


THE SCRAMBLE BEGUN. 


A NEW SONG. 
Tun E-“ Derry Down.” 


YE courtiers, who're ſlaves to the meaſures of ſtate ; 
Ye hirelings, who on the back ſeats ever prate z 

Ye penſioners, placemen all thorough-pac'd hacks, 
Who're always moſt ready to vote for a tax. 


Sz M. La 


. 
* 
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I Let j joy once onda appear full in your face, 
' 0 And dance to the M s with haſte, but with grace, 
i 3% * And remind the great man of his oath and his word, 
1 Or he'll hunibug you ſweetly although he's a L—d. 
| : | Derry down, fc, 
1 N . | 
5 For of all the Lieutenants and ſure we've had many, 
Yet fo proud, ſo ungracious, we never had any 
As B „who to the great can be mum, 
But with others can un and look very Ylum. 
Derry down, &c. 


* IV. 


He can ſtyft, he can ſhuffle, and bully and ſwear, 
And dine at K m on beggarman's fare ; 
And altho' his good name to old Nick it is gone, 
Yet be likes an Addreſs, when | its nemine con. 
Derry down, oF. 


V. 
Ard firſt to his levee, the great L—— T 
Hobbles on with his ſtar, and cries out for a bone, 
Who in jobbing and ſlav'ry is now grawn quite blind, 
, Bur {till for the ſervice is ready in mind. 


Derry dum. Cc. 
VI. 
% Your virtues, my hack can be never expreſs'd, 
« Spite of C—rran's and G—ttan's ill natured foul jeſts, 
For as well as my fight will allow me to ſee, 
NY think you're reſolved to deal fairly with me.” 
Derry down, Cc. 
IT. 
Black H———h next. mighty Thane of the north, 
Advances, and cries, (I'm your friend and fo forth 
«« Thro' thick and thro” thin I have waded as yet. 


„Let me know my good M, what Lam to get” 
Derry down, c. 


p | 12 VIII.“ Ti 


o 
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« *Tis true I've been outed in Englard, ard true, 
Have met with contempt and deriſion like you, 
In the height of deſpair I'm now return'd home. 
* And hope once again a great man to become.” 
Derry — tf. 


IX. 


From the kingdom of Kerry ſon of plunder and wrong, 
See diſtinguiſn d among the whole throng; 
To murder and rapine from his cradle 2 

Such horrible monſters can ſcarce be endur 


"Ranking Ee. 

X. 
The maſter of muſters, D-— D ——'s the man, 
Has laid for himſelf a moſt excellent plan ; 
Pretends to expect that by great flore of knowledge, 
He'll ſoon be the Provoſt of Trinity College. | 
Derry down, Ee. 
XI. 


Commiſſioner B—, M—y's own dad, 
Introduces himſelf and his hopeful young lad; 
A Cub, who by grinning and ſtrangeſt grimace, 
Intends to ſecure a moſt lucrative place, 
7* Derry down, Cc. 
XII. 
D—n—y Bro—e, C=te, and H—b—t, and many ſuch boys, 
Who with Cr—k, and P- ce and Boy —e Rohe make a op 
Jack Ter, Jem Ch—tt—n pitiful ninnies 
Muſt all be put off with a couple of guineas. 
| Derry dewn, 2 
XIII. ; 


Tear d out of his patience, and weary of troubles, 
He fumes and he frets and like cabbage he bubbles; 


And hearing ſuch idle, ſuch dev'liſh pretences, 
Retires and ſtammers, © they're bilk'd of their ſenſes.” 
Derry down, down, derry down, 
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THE SHE WMAN SHE WN. 
A NEW SONG. 
By Monſieur D-—, 


ASSISTANT SHEWMAN, and 3&D Man of Saint 


Mary's P. Way? 
GENTLES, Clergys, Freemans. Yeomans, / 


Come and view the Raree Shewmans, 

Led about thro? every Street a, 

All your Vorſhips for to greet-a, 5 
g Croma boo, aboo. 

Here you ſee the Patriot Bear-a 

Lead his Lorſhip here and there. a 3 


Here you ſee the ſpeaking monkey, 


Strut about ſo briſk and Spunkey, 
| Cromaboo, aboo. 


| Charley Fox's Underſtrapper, 


Led about by Patriot Napper, 
To your Vorſhips vill be bound-a, 
For von more fifty Thouſand Pound-a ! . 

1 8 Cromaboo, aboo, 
Den good Peoples give your Vote-a, 
Ard no more he'll turn his Coat-a 
To deſert your Cauſe were treaſon, 
Till he find ſub/tantial Reaſon, 
| Cromaboo, aboo. 
My Lord no more your Cauſe will barter, 
No more he vill oppoſe your Charter, 
To injure you he has no notion, 
Unleſs to help his own Promotion. 


Cromaboo, 4650. 
Then all Freemans of this Town-a; 
Come to me and kneel ye down-a, 
Let me all your Votes diſpoſe- a, 
Let me lead you by the Noſe-a 
Cromaboo, abo. 


BA. ( 135 )- 


AN EASTER EGG FOR THE ALDERMEN, 
Or, the TWO HENRYS againſt the Boaxo. 


_A NEW ELECTION SONG. 


Tune, © Hearts of Oak.” 
You EleQtors of Cublin, come all follow me, 
Who wilh to preſerve independent ard free, 
Your rights, your immunities, liberties, laws: 
'Tis Freedom that calls in your country's cauſe. 
Great and glorious the Cauſe, 
Firm and true are the men. 
FiTZGERALD is ready ; 
And GAT TAN is ſteady. 
Io ſupport Iriſh Freedom again and again. 
The Genius of Ireland thus calls to het ſons: 
See each free elector now eagerly runs, 
To anſwer the call ; not ſeduced by a bribe, 
They barter no votes like the baſe venal tribe. 
Great, Ec. 
With two ſuch ſupporters we need not to fear: 
Lord Henry Fitzgerald is ſprung from Aildare ; 
To him all his ancefior's virtues deſcerd, 
Old Ireland's full freedom he'll always deſend. 
Great, Er. 


With two ſuch ſupporters we _ can fail. 
To Henry Grattan we owe the repeal, 
Reſtoration of Freedom for us he did gain, 
And who is more fit all our rights to maintain ? 
| Great, &c. 
Then ſee the two Henrys now hand in hand, 
Corruption and courtly influence withſtand, 
The Police and Penſion lift they will oppoſe 
Spite of, all who to Freedom's great cauſe are the foes. 
Great; Ec. | 
Let deep-plodding aldermen, penſion'd or plac'd. 
Tempt voters whom bribery long hath diſgrac'd, | 
Though 23 brothers their aid ſhould afford. | =" 
We'll pit the 2 a again{t the whole Board, | | j mA 
Great, &c. - 
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. We'll not be ſeduc'd with Fair, Nuit or gold. 2 


By thoſe who would vu we'd" ſurely been 01d Z * — hs” 

But to thoſe who ſupperr'conflitution 'and trade. RA 

We' i 1 gies our freeſulfrage , burza! who'saftaid ? 2 
in Gs, Ec. : 3 1 
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TALBP;Ts GARLAND, ©: 
reeht eee 


YE lads of Fingal and the Liberty too, * 
Come hark to my ſong, and you'll find. it is mme, 2 
Tis all of a Banker that locks up his door, | 4s 
And thinks it beneath him to ſpeak to the poor. _ 
Oh! the Banker has got the wrong ſow by the tail, 

If he thinks to impoſe upon old Granuwail, 

But Tain0oT7's the may for the Shuttle. and Flail ; y 
Arrah T a1.» 0 T's the man for-gur own Granuwaif, 7 
He is not the man thut wilt lock up his door, 1 ie 75 
Or for money wou'd grind ont the fouls of the poor, 2 
He knows not of diſcoumt, of uſe, and proteſt, 8 


Nor locks up the money to mold in his cheſt. 
Ob? the Ban ler, &c. 


But his great mantfactures give bread ta us all, 
And he's ready to march at fair Liberty's call, | | 
Jo ſupport all'qur inteteſls never will fail, Ce hs 6 
Sure | ko he” 5 the fon of but'oFn C Gram:ewail. 

; nm "Oh Banker 


” His father ſpent all in promoting our good. 
And we will ſupport the ſon with our heart's blood z 
The Banker will find to his coſt *twill not do, 


Wo 


. Foſwagger becauſe he has more money than you. 25 5 


Oh ! the Banker, G. a 


Fer money andt bribes they for ever will fail. vv 
To have an effect upon old Granuzaih,. "OY 
But trade, Independence and Liberty, tos, 4 * "II 
And Targor and __ rofl .. 
1 es Banker, 9 


THE e 
SCENE I. | One of the Committee Rooms, Houſe C. 


Srweral Round Robinites fitting round a table—ſome framing 
Reſolutions, others drawing up Addreſſes, 


AIR. Sherwood Grove,” 


In College-green, 
Since we have been, 


No other Hacks outdid us ! 
With bows fo low, 
. "Twas aye or no, 
Juſt as the Viceroy bid us. 
Prattling, 
Sometimes battling, 
Buch ſport the like n&er was ſeen, O ; 
55 Hey down derry, derry, 
Patriots and place-men, 
Caballing on the Green, O. 


AIR. My Name is Little Harry, O. 
Sung by Mr. Gx—TT—xN. 


MY name is Little Harry, O, 
And all my plans are airy, O, 

In ſpite of Flood, 

Or public good, 
III follow my old vagary, O, 
With my rigdum, gigdum dairy, O, 
Aud all my plans are airy, O. 


With Beresford till quarrelling, O, 
With Parſons and Kirwarling, O, 
And tho' they cry, 
Irs all a lie, 
Tu never leave off quarrelling, O. 
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AIR. Va juſt return d from Holy Land.” 
B—— 7 C—— rn. 
IM juſt return d from my houſe and land, 
Over the buſh and under the brier, 
I'm fo fat I can neither fit, walk or ſtand, \ 
Tho' I have been cut up by the Friar, 
O a merry jolly old Friar. 
I can ſwallow butts and gallons, and hogſheads beſides, 
Over the buſh and under the briar, 
So light is my heart when they pay me my tithes, 
In ſpight of a jolly old Friar. 
If a Whiteboy I chance to meet on my way, 
Over buſh and under briar, 
I down on my marrow-bones and ſtraight begin to pray, 
And for once ſeem a pious old Friar. 


AIR. *© Ye poxvers who make Virtue your care.” 


FiTzG6—BB—N, 
Ye powers who make-virtue your care, 
From your manſions celeſtial deſcend ; 
Say why ſhould Sedition and Deſpair, 
On Freedom thus ever attend. 


Should our foes with their wide-ſpreading waſte, 
Of nations the ſcourge and curſe ; 

To tenfold may their rage be increas'd, 
Their party diſſentions are worſe. 


Ve powers who make virtue your care, 
From your manſions celeſtial defcerd ; 

Say, why ſhould Sedition and Deſpair, 
On Frecdom thus ever atterd. 


n 
Between D— KT of LEI—-T— ard L- D Su- Nx. 


ATR. *© The Stag tire the Foreſt.” 
The Stag thro' the Foreſt when rous'd by horn, 
The Buck from Caſtle when rous'd by our cries, 
Sore fright'd high bounding, | 
To Albion's coaſt hies, Quick 
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Quick flying fails ſpreading while hounds on ſhore, 

Bark louder and louder, till they ſee m going o'er. 

Thus baulking hunters ambitious defires, 8 
Forgettng paſt evils, to Bath he retires. | 


But not ſo the hounds, they redouble their cry, 
And ſtrive to defame, till deſpairing they die. 


AIR. © When the Men a courting came.” 
| Ma— *. 5 
When the Rats a courting came, 
Flattering with their prittle prattle ; 
I cried, begone, O ſie for ſhame— 
Deſpiſing all their tittle tattle. 
Cringing to me, 
Whinging to me, 
Teazing of me, 
Praiſing of me, 
Each ſilly elf, 
In queſt of pelf, 
Came wooing, bowing, truckling to me. 
The Prime Serjeant, learned in the law, 
Aſked too much, and him I baulk'd; 
In his deeds I found a flaw, 
Tho' now he's dumb, faith he talk'd, 
Cringing to me, 
Whinging to me, 
Teazing of me, 
Praiſing of me, 
Each fiily elf, 
| In queſt of pelf, | 
Came wooing, bowing, truckling to me, 


- 
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ATR. © Poor Soldier.“ | 
OLD diſplay' d his wealth, X | 
Swore and bluſter'd, but the fact is 
Too much he got by force or ſtealth, 
As trading Juſtice let him practice ; 
6 T 2 Cringing 
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Cringing to me, 
Whinging to me, 
 Teazing of me, 
Praiſing of me, 
Each ſilly elf, 
In queſt of pelf, 
Came wooing, bowing, truckling to me: 


But at laſt an honeſt ſwain, 
Candid, learn'd, briſk and clever, 
Talk'd but in another ftrain, 
And ſoon he won my heart for ever, 
Writing for me, 
Fighting for me, 
Pleaſing of me. 
Praiſing of me, 
Not for pelf, but for myſelf. 


ATR, Mr. WH—LL—vy. 
I TRAVERY'D Judah's barren ſand, 
At beauty's altar to adore— 
But there the Turk had ſpoil'd the land, 
And Sion's daughters were no more. 


In Greece the bold imperious mien, 
The wanton look, the leering eye, 

Bade Love's devotion not be ſeen, 
Where conſtancy is never nigh. 


From thence to Italy's fair ſhore, 

I urg'd my never-ceaſing way; 
And to Loretto's temple bore, 

A mind devoted ſtill to pray. 


But there too, Superſtition's hand 
Had ſketch'd every feature o'et, 
And made me ſoon regain the land, 
W here beauty fills the Weſtern ſhore. 


Where Hymen with celeſtial power, 

Connubial tranſports doth adorn ; 

Where pureſt virtue ſports the hour, 
That uſhers in each happy morn. 


Ye 
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Le Daughters of old Albion's iſle, . — 37M 
Whereer I go, where'er I firay ; 


O] Charity's ſweet Children ſimile, 
To cheer a pilgrim on his way. 


AIR. * The Trump of Fame.” 
Sir J—- B 
The trump of Fame my name has ſpread, 
My name has ſounded far and near ; 
And bald Sir — with two-fac'd head, 
As urged each Sec and Viceroy's ear. 
"Tis not you, 'tis Buckingham, | v 
I come to ſeek, with bended knee : 
That man of might, 
I fain would fight, 
And conquer with my—o-he, be. 


Through froſt and ſnow, 
Tho? cold winds blow, 
Tho' thunders roll, 
From pole to pole, 
Not all he's told, 
Of ſoldier's cold, 
Shall ſave him from my o-ho, ho. 


Dut as the Lord 
Our King reſtor'd, 

Once more to health, then I muſt go; 
Nor never more, | 
Appear before 
His Viceroy here, 

Who much I fear, 
Will baſte me for my o-ho, ho. 


AIR. ©« When ruddy Aurora awakens the Day. 
Sung by the King's Friends at the Caſtle. 


WHEN health, ruddy health now returning again, 
By reſtoring our Monarch, relieves all our pain ; 
Sound, ſound my {tout archers, 
Sound horns and away, 
With 
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With hand heart and voice let us ſing. 


See George now approaching in ſplendor ſo bright, 


What boſom don't pant with unuſual delight ? 
Majeſtic all glorious he riſes to light ; 

"Tis he, boys, our long loſt our King. 
Sweet roſes we'll offer at Venus's ſhrine, 
Libations we'll pour to Bacchus divine, 
While mirth love and pleaſure in junction combine. 


For us, true ſons of the game, 
Bid forrow adieu in ſoft numbers we'll ſing ; 
Love, ſriendſhip ard beauty ſhall make the air ring, 
Wishing health and ſucceſs to our country and King, 
| Encreaſe to their honour and fame. 


> T [64D e 8 
Compoſed at the time of the King's ilineſs. 
SIT down neighbours all, and I'll ſing you now a new ſong, 
And as ſoon as you have heard it you'll own it is a true ſong ; 
In the courſe of my narration I glance at many a fad dog, 


But the foremoſt of the pack is the Lord's anointed mad dog. 
Bow, wow, wow. 


When he firſt was bit, ſir, they ſent him to the waters, 


And ſtraightway to Cheltenham he took his wife and daughters. 


But drinking of the ſpa, fir, it made him far from eaſy, 
And back he came to Windſor, as buck or bear ſo crazy. 
Bow, wow, wow. 


Billy Pitt's a cunning dog, and tho' he's rather young, fir, 
Of all puppies in the land, he's the firſt at giving tongue, fir ; 
Buckingham's a greedy dog, full loath to quit his (tation, 
Provided he gets prey, then the devil take the nation. 

Bow, wow, wow. 


Thurlow is a growling, to quit his poſt much loath, fir, 
Whate'er he aſſerts. he backs it with an oath, ſir; 


With damn his eyes, and blaſt his ſoul, he'd rule the common. 


weal, 
And meant to'/have made a wooden dog, to manage the great 
ſeal. Bow, wow, wow. 


Edmund 


/ 
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Edmund is a lank grey hound, and fond of giving baſtings, 
He lately rais d the pack for-to hunt down Warren Haſtinge. 
Sheridan's a clever dog, who hunts with ſcent ſull keen, fir, 


And Landſdown is a ſhuffling dog, who fain wou'd wig 
between. Bow, Wow, wow. 


Flood, who like a golden calf, was bow'd to by the nation, 

Set out full cry to bark and bite for Pitt's adminiſtration ; 

From Ireland to London he journey'd many a mile, fir, 

Rut proved himſelf a lame dog, who cou'd never reach the 
ſtile, fir. Bow, wow, wow. 


Charley, tho' a fox-dog, to his friends is thought a kind dog; 
And North, once a famous dog, is now become a blind dog. 
The Commons all are venal dogs who vote with Billy Pitt, fir, 
A kind of ſecond rump, that will ſhortly be beſhit, fir. 


Bow, wow, wow. 


The Aldermen are ſtupid dogs. who can neither ſpeok nor 
think, fir, 


But meet at every tavern to thank, and eat and drink, fir ; 

The Livery-men are filly dogs, whom every rogue can bilk, fr, 

They are now to Billy Fit, what they were to Johnny 
Wilkes, fir. Bow, wow, wow. 


Abingdon's a frothy dog, nor knows what his intent is, 
For 'tis that like his maſter, he's ſcarcely compos mentis. 
Gordon is a Newgate dog, for the kirk a ſteady watch-dog, 
T ho? perhaps he ſtands alone, a diſintereſted Scotch dog. 
Bow, wow, wow. 


Willis is a whipper-in, and ſnappiſh by the bye, ſir 

And all his (kill in phvſic is only in hi, eye, fir, 

If you approach the kennel, faith he'll meet you with a bark, 
For it ſeems his only aim is to keep us in the dark. 

= Bow, wow, wow. 


The Prince, he is a noble dog as any in the land, fir, 

Tho' a vile pack of venal curs have bound him foot and hand, fir, 

But his Iriſh friends, like loyal dogs, no fetters have irfl:Qed, 

For the toaſt throughout Terne is, the Rec e r unreſtricted. 
Bow, wow, wow. 


THE 


. 
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| | 
THE LION AND FOX, 
A PASTORAL FABLE; 


| Compoſed in the year 1783, on Mr. Pitt coming inte 
adminiſiration. 


THE king of beaſts, in days of yore, 

(Was ever king fo us'd before ?) 

Driven by a Fox's wily art, 

Into the wood's moſt lonely part; 

Laid by his crown and fallied forth, 

To meet his ally in the North ; 

For there he thought have found a friend, 

Who would be firm to the end. 
But here, alas! who could fuſpe it? 

The brute whom he fo long protected, 

With ſcoffs beheld his king's condition, 4 
And made with Fox a coalition. 
The royal beaſt than heay'd a ſigh, 

With indignation roll'd his eye, 

And tum'd his ſteps, he knew not where, 

Perhaps to ſleep in open air, 6 

Or elſe go home to H=—n——r. 

With doubt and forrow long he wandered, 
By every wou'd-be ſpeaker ſtandered ; 
Nor place of ſhelter cou'd he find, 

From blaſt of Onental wind. 

At length refolv'd to pierce his heart, 
They arm a ſeven-fold Indian dart; 
When Briton's awful genius rofe, 

To ſcreen the Monarch from his foes, 
Within a Temple fair the ſtood, 

The ſole aſylum in the wood: 

Thither the Lion bent his way, 

Purſu'd by all the beaſts of prey; 

For all their patriotic wiſhes, | 

Were placed upon the loaves and fiſhes ; 


Ard 
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And raging with ſedition's fire, 
Foretold our fall in accents dire. 

Then rumour with her hundred tongues, 
In motion ſet by-brazen lungs, 
Supported by her wings of paper, 

Fill'd with. inflamable hot vapour, 

The ſactious breath of B ke and F—x, 
More baneſul than Pandora's box; 
They roſe as faſt and ſwell'd as ſoon, 
As an inflated air balloon, - 
Among the people to diſpenſe, 

Horrid her baleful influence. 
Till jo! at length to lay the ſtorm, 
Roſe Chatham's ſoul in youtbful form; 
The crowd was huſh'd, the multitude, 
A ſecond Pir r with wonder view'd ; 
Saw fortitude with ſenſe combine, 

And thought on glorious forty-nine, 
Then war'd a flag, and cried long live, 
True freedom and prerogative. 


T HE LION 
AT THE POINT or DEATH. 
A POETICAL FABLE, 


IN Afric ſands in days of yore, 

A Lion at whoſe royal roat, 

All other beaſts were fill'd with wonder, 
As at great Jove's almighty thunder, 
Was forely ſinote at ſundry times, 

No doubt 'twas for the nation's crimes. 
His nights were ſleepleſs and unquiet, 
And fill'd the regal den with riot; 
From fide to fide till fretful chang'd, 
For even kings will be derang'd ; 

A Crocodile, a wily wit, 

Who long had dwelt within a pit, 
Diſcover'd firſt the royal caſe, 

And fearful of the E. of place, 
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Aſſembled all the four-foot kind, 
And beg'd that each wou'd ſpeak his mind. 
Then hurlo-thrumbo growling bear, 
And crafty Reynard eke was there; 
The Hawke of Bury, and Dundaſs, 
That craving wolf with front of braſs ; 
And many more that I can mention, 
Aſſembled at this grand convention. 
When Reynard roſe, ard ſpoke as thus: 
Why brothers, ſuch a mighty fuſs, 
Although his Lionſhip we ſee, 
Can eat and drink as well as we; 
Although, or elſe the doctors cheat us, 
He ſwallows heaps of maſhed potatoes, 
Tho” evident to all beholders, 
He has got a head upon his ſhoulders ; 
When there's no brain within that head, 
I fay his majeſty is dead ; 
So far at leaſt as we can need him, 


And but his fon, who ſhon'd ſacceed him? 


The conſtitution is defeQive, 

When &er the crown becomes eleQtive, 
Thus Reynard ſpoke, and with a ſmile, 
Reply'd the youthful Crocodile— 
Friend Fox, thy words are out of ſeafon, 
In truth they're little ſhort of treaſon ; 
The people only can declare, 

Who ought to be the royal heir. 

But if the prince becomes a tool, 
Obedient to my nod and rule, 

Ard ſets his mark to every meafure 
A mine, then VII agree with pleaſure; 
But his juſt rights J muſt retrench, 
Or quit the miniſterial bench. 

Quoth Fox, tis not the Prince's cauſe, 
The conſtitution, or the laws, 

Or nation's welfare I've in view, 

I think of that till leſs than you; 

Sure all may ſee I act a part, 


That's truly foreign to my heart. | 
Since 
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Since e're I firſt began to live, 

1 till oppos'd prerogative ; 

Abus'd crown'd heads for many an hour, 
And bellow'd for the people's power ; 
We've enough to anſwer all our wiſhes, 
Let us divide the loaves and fiſhes, 
And without further repetition, 

We'll make a ſecond” coalition. 

To which the Crocodile.reply'd, 

I'll bear no equal by my fide ; 

I'll ſtand alone, the grand ſtate actor, 
Or lead u party to diſtract her, 
Oppoſing every uſeful tax, 

And railing at the Regent Hacks : 

The nation's ear has long been ſtunn d, 
By hearing of a ſinking fund, 
Which you'll ſoon find is all a dream, 
A perfect Miſſifippi ſcheme, h 
Held out the people to delude, 

To pleaſe and gull the multitude. 
Oh! then [ll fume and rave and fret, 
Talk of the nation's load of debt. 
Denounce impeachment in my ravings,. 
Aſk, what's become of all my favings ? 
While thus in high debate they ſpoke, 
The Lion from his trance awoke, 
Huſh'd were the tenants of the wood, 
And firm once more the temple ſtood. 


ADVICE To «a PAINTER. 


; 4 


PAINTER, thy ſofteſt tints prepare, 


Thy fav'rite percil, every grace, 
E'er thy adventurous hand ſhall dare, 


My Ifabella's form to trace, 
U 2 
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IT. 
See how the animating glow, 
Life to the canvas does impart, 


And bluſhes ſeem io come and go, 
Ruſhing juſt warm from the heart. 
III. 
Why has thy trembling hand declin'd, | 
To catch thoſe eyes which mine haye ſtole ? 
Yet beam the virtues of the mind, 
Sweet ſenſibility of ſoul. 
IV. 
But grieve not *cauſe the artiſt's ſkill 
Fails, at what painting ne'er expreſs'd ; 
Thy charms, dear nymph, the fancy fill, 
Thy work's engraven on the breaſt. 


HET — — —xÆ aͤ — — - 


TO MISS: G——. 
THE PETTYCOAT; 


Anſever to Dean B—-—'s Riddle on a pair of Breeches. 


SOMETIMES I hover o'er your head, 
Sometimes I lie upon your bed ; 
With gayeſt folks I make reſort, 

I am at every ball at court, 

And the moſt precious ſecrets there, 
Are thoſe that come within my ſphere. 
I have been plac'd upon a throne, 
And have a government of my own, 
Yet it ſhall never wound my pride, 
That I've been ſound at every fide ; 
Nor deem it ſcurrilous abuſe, 

That I'm at once both faſt and looſe ; 
Which he that rightly comprehends, 
Muſt be acquainted with my ends. 

I cannot walk, yet ſure as eggs, 


Where er I go I move with legs; 


Nay ! 


N 


Nay ! and I'll tell you ſtranger things, 

I fly about, and have no wings; 
Yet, as if nobody cou'd love me. 
Others you daily put above me,“ 

And cruelly you deem it meet, 

To have me even at your feet. 

Tho' nothing more provokes the town, 
Than that you always keep me down; 
And every friendly hand reftrain, : . 
That wiſh'd to take me up again. 

Yer find my occupation out, 

The world muſt love what Pm about. 


And now, my friend, I think I'm eyen 
With all the riddlers of Glaſſnevin; 
How pleafant 'tis to poze the Dean, 

My wond'rous myſtery to explain ? 

Who tho' he's clever at a lift, 

And dubb'd with revelation gift, 

With all his parts, and all his cunning, 

His head on ſuch things always running, 

Keep him from devils and from witches, 

Pl tell him 'tis not in his—Breeches. 
The under Petticoat. 
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TunEt="* Lord Altam's Bull.“ 


BRAZEN NOSE EGAN is my name, 
And de fame I will never deny; 
J hope to riſe to honour and fame, 
A ſpeaking for de ſweet Liberty ! 
| Liga diga di diga dee. 
Liga diga di diga dee, 
Liga diga di, liga diga diga di, 
| Liga diga di diga dee. 
Ah, boys—your ſouls to the dl, twig me de tino 
None of your Copper. ſac c Facks — but a Royal George, 
vid a milling round de edge. 


Liga diga di. & c. 
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And de next dat ſpoke was ſweet Jacky Philpor, 
And dis is what ſweet Jacky did ſay —— 
Liga diga di, &c. 
„ I'll tip him de ſlang—dat will fit him as cloſe as a new 
** regimentals made of red. — Ah boys, your ſouls to de 
dl, I ſtood like a boy on my defence—when Black Mark 
* came growling after me, I took ſhelter in Lord Earlsfort's 
** wig. — 1 peeped out, like a mouſe in a mountain—by 
de hokey, If I gave him a bite in de dog days de wound 
*. would ſeſter. 
Liga diga di, &c. 
It was on de twenty firſt day of Feb. 
It being a bank holiday, 
Six and twenty brave hearted Boys of Straw, 


Went to take Jacky Rino away ! 
| Liga diga di, &c. 


* Tommy Turf being de firſt boy in de field, who ſhould he 
© ſee, by de hokey, but de Old Bull, Thr pvxE, with his 
e horns ſticking in the mud well become him by de hoky, he 
** ſpurs up to him turns his face to de horſe's tail and ſet him 
*- riding — like à De/egate ; but the Due being a dunghill to 
„the back-bone, faced about, and took him by the rwenty- 
feen curiofities—and ſwore he wou'd go over 40 de other fide 
* de guiter —if he got more butter to ſpread on his rolls. 

Liga Giga di, &c. 
And we drove Dicxv Woc an over many a hedge, 
And we drove bim over many a ſtile, 
Till we came to the Commons of Kilmainham, 
When we let poor Dic x v reſt for a while. 
Liga diga di, &c. 

% Tf poor Diek was a turn'd out Rat, you cou'd not 
+ help pitving him for his head ſmok'd like Facky Blackboy's 
pate that had no more hair on his noddle than there's 
* wool on his father's gooſe. 

Liga diga di, &c. 


Ang we drove Dicxy Woc ax down Corn-market, 
As all de world ſure might ſee ; 
When de Fiat Printers thruſt ho! noſe thro? de bars 


Crying, © high for de ſweet Liberty!“ 
Liga diga di, &c. 


- 


. 


„% Ah, boys ! your ſouls to de d—1, if J was amerg - 
* I'd make you know de Sham from de Man of Ireland] —— | 
Ah, your ſouls to de dl, what d'ye call the boy a rogue — 
for hen he paid his Daddy's debts. — Ah, cruel Crif- 
«« fit—cruel Griffit—your Phenix is a rara avis for 4 black 
** Goole is a rare bird as well as a black Swan—and be de ho- I 
« ky, Finlay bas the notes for it —and paper for paper is & fair 
exchange, your ſoul ! 


Liga diga di, &c. - 
And Dicxy WOA he is a bad boy, 
And dat is very well known, 
e And you know they'll Bribe him very ſoon, 
Becaſe he has a fine fortune of his own. 
Liga diga di, &c. 
Ah, well, boys, your ſouls - what ſuppoſe we give him x 
* fair trial for his character —dat is dearer to a min of honour 
than his liſe—we will bring him in for ſeven year dere 
is but ſix of us that is 14 months a - piece. By de hokey, 


Iwill give Dick a plumper—tho' I have two bad bills 
to diſcount, 


| 
| 
| 


— 
- 


Liga diga di, &c. 
And high for ſweet Dicxy Wocan, 
And high for the oyſters of Malahide ! 
And when de poll runs hard, as the d l at the hunt— 
May Dic k x be on the winning fide ! 


Liga diga di, &c. 


* 
— — — — ——— —ũ——— — — — 
— - 4 - 


 — — 


—_— — _—_ 


— 


A HOOK axv LINE ror THE WHITE ROD. 


Or, the Worthipful Candidates ang ing for Votes in the 
Land of Promiſe. 

Rring a comical Dialogue on the late Election, which paſſed a 

few days ago between Crooked-Neck'd Oliver and Billy Bowl. 


PROMISES and Pyecrufts are made to be broken,” faid Oli- 
ver, giving a ſly twiſt of his head, as be was paſſing through the 
ni e delightful avenue of Swir T's Town, fo jullly celebra- 

ted 
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ted for the cleanlineſs of its footways and its magnificent buil- 
dings.. | 

15 Promiſes and Jyecruſis are made to be broken,” repeated 
Billy in the Boaul- Diſb, who at that very moment was ſhuffling 
along, and had his thoughts taken up with the very ſame 
ſubject which engroſſed Oliver's meditations ——** And 
„ pray, Sir, what was that ſubjet ?—— Have patience, gen- 
tle Reader ! only peruſe this carefully to the end, and you will 
know it all for nothing, beſides getting the worth of your Half- 
penny into the Bargain: Otherwiſe, I'll give you leave to ſay | 
that my promiſe is as brittle as the promiſe of the moſt wily 
ſtateſman that ever blaſted the fond hopes of a diſappointed 
court dangler, or, as the brittleſt pye-cruſt that ever was bro- 
ken at an Electioneering entertainment given by a ſoliciting 
Candidate on the canvaſs, or, as what is more brittle the pro- 
mile of the candidate, who after becoming a repreſentative 
breaks faith with his deluded Conſtituents. 

Such compliments having paſſed as are cuſtomary when two 
ſuch perſona ges lik NOL and WILL meet, the following in- 
rereſting dialogue enſued. N 

V. Nol my boy, what news about the Election? for evet 
ſince I loſt my horſe and carriage, I] have been in Channel- row 
and there we could hear of nothing but picking oakam, beating 
| bemp, and raſping logwood, 

NM. Faith, Will, the carpenters are fitting up the Huſtings 
as faſt as axe, ſaw, plain, mallet, chiſſel, auger, gimlet, ham- 
mer, and nails can make them, We ſhall ſoon have the four 
and twenty corporations parading to the Tholſel, Merchants, 
Taylors, Smiths, Barbers, Butchers, Cooks, Curriers, Tan- 
ners, Shoemakers, Hoſiers, Carpenters, Saddlers, Cutlers, 
Weavers, Sheermen, Goldimiths, Brewers, Chandlers, Hat- 
ters, Coopers, Vintners, Bricklayers, Joiners, and Apotheca- 
ries, with their breaſt-ribbands, cockades and colours, blazon- 
ing forth Freedom, Liberty, Public Spirit, Patriotiſin nnd In- 
dependence; with their drums, fiſes, trumpets, french-horns, 
baſſoons, hautboys, flutes, and flagelets, enough to rouſe the 
ſeven ſleepers themſelves out of their lethargy. 

W. Aye, No, and if the muſic ſhould waken them you 
and your brother ruffs with your Li of the Poll ! This 


day's 
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day gan Poll Lord Henry's Poll Mr. G's Foil The Lord 

Mayor's Pell ! Alderman $'s Poll ! — will be enough to pre- 
v ent them frem falling aſleep as long as they live N * 
who would you wiſh to get the Hection? £ 

N. Why Lord Henry and his brothers are. ſtaunch FOR 
to the country; and Mr, Grattan has done more for it than 
any man that ever was born before him. So the Harrys ere 
the lads for me: they ſhall have my intereſt in Suit a- f catn, 
and every houſe there is a freehold. 

1/7. But ſome fay, Lord Henry touches too much on the 
Peerage for plain Cits to meddle with. 

N. Tut, tut, man! He'll burn the Fenſion Lift and kick 
the Police Bill out of the houſe and /irt/e Harry promiſes to back 
him in it. Ah! little Harry's worth his weight in gold. 

W. Aye, but he has got « moſt his wetght in gold already, 
and as for Promiſes they are made to be broken, 

N. Much good may do him with all he gets! The. two 
Harrys will never break promiſe, fo the two Harrys for me 
against the aubole board. Ah ! this curſed Police ticks confoun- 
dedly in my throat ; it has turned my neck crooked ; I cant bear 
to look any man ſtraight in the face that ever belonged to it. 
Now tho! one vfb ful! candidate gave up his place in the 
police, he knew for what. 6009 in 2 years is better than the 
ſame ſum in 30 years, at 200/ per annum, beſides the chance 
of death or diſiniſſion before half the time ſhould expire. It was 
throwing out a ſprat lo catch a mackrel. He's a good fiſherman. 

W. Egad you put me in mind of what I heard a gentleman 
ſay this morning, that, if he had a Hook and Line to the white 
Rod he'd be like a Fiſherman angling for Votes in the Land of 
Promiſe. It's hard telling who to truſt. So, let the Election 
take its courſe, the Candidates take their chance; and you and I 
will take a quart of Six ES Tier and drink SUCG E88 TO 


THEM THAT BEST DESERVE IT. 
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THE CLOSE OF THE POLL: 


Or, THE ALDERMEN'S Derear. 
A new Election Song. Tun, Cocks of true Game. 


REJOICE, free Electors of Dublin; 
Whoſe boſoms for Liberty beat, 


| In ſpite of the Aldermen's bubbling, 


They've met with a total defeat; 
And each from the ſeat which he fat in, 
Sneak'd off with the board to condole, 
Becauſe that Fizgerald and Grattan 
Had won at the cloſe of the Poll. 
Ti tal der al lal der al laddie, Ee. 
Eight days they appear d at the huſtings, 
Uabluſhing with confidence bore 
Such mobbings and hootings and duſtings, 
As Candidates ne'er met before; 
At length in deſpair and dejection, 
ReluQtant and griev'd to the foul, 
Then gave up the City Election, 
And call'd for the cloſe of the Poll. 
Ti tal deral, Ec. 
Oh, thank ye for nothing,” ſays Tandy, 
* Your worſhips were pleas'd to deride, 


Lou boaſted we could not withſtand ye, 


Nor in Corporations confide ; 
* But now, to your mortification, 

We'll ſhew you our ſtrength on the whole, 
* By bringing each free Corporation 

To vote at the cloſe of the Poll. 


Ti tal deral, Cc. 
Behold now the Weavers parade, Sir, 


With Colours of Qrange and Blue; 


Damm the Police, the tune that they play's, Sir, 


Expreſs'd on their bannerets too. 
All Bounties are nobly rejected, 
In letters pourtray'd on a ſcroll, 


»{anufaQures by Duties ęrotected 


- aſk at the Cloſe of the Poll. 
; Ti tal deral, Cc. 


£7573: * 
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And ſee, in due order and form, 
Conducting the Candidates Chair, 
The brave hearty Lads of the Worm, | 
Do all to the Tholſel repair. Nog af 85 | 
The men of the People aſcended, '' + ; | 
In triumph the Chariot did roll. | 
By all free Electors attended. 7%) | | 
Who won at the Cloſe of thy Poll... Ge 7 
Ti tal deral, Sc. 
And this was the fix'd Abbo, "44 85 | 
On all their eſcutcheons diſplay'd, | Kan. | - 
No Folice againſt Conflitution, 7 | | 
Free Commerce, fair play, and Free Trade. | 
The Voice of the People muſt gain itt. | 
For who ſhall their wiſhes control? SET we "i 
And Police with muſquet and bdy*net, 2 | 
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THE PATRIOT CANDIDATES. 


Addreſſed to the Right Hot. Lord * 4 F—4 and 
Eg G n. Efq. . 


Redeunt Saturnia regna 3 
Fam nova progenies calo dimittitur a'to. Vike. 


HAIL ! faith the Muſe, Lord Heory, hail ! 
Sprung from the noble race of Geralds ; 
O, may thoſe honors never fail, 


Recorded long by Iriſh heralds. 
No more a ſoldier on parade, 


A ſervile faulchion ſhalt thou brandiſh ; 
Turn'd citizen, now muſe on trade, 


And, change your gorget for a ſtandiſh. 


Hail! Gn hail ! thy patriot fame, 
Thou reftleſs and perturbed ſpirit; -_ 
My muſe ſhould to the world proclaim 
Cou'd, ſhe, like thee, record thy merit. 
X 2 When 
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When you, with fifty thouſand found 

For Repeal ſimple, waſt rewgrded,' -- 
How grateful then, to country found. L 

How ſteadily its rights yon guarded. - 
Still eager to poſſeſs more gold, 

And glowing ſtill, with high ambition; 
Again thou art a patriot bold, 

Again the fav'rite of ſedition. 


Ye citizens of Dublin, hail, 

Hail, jealous guardians of our freedom ; 
The colleagu'd Henries muſt prevail, 

Your ſuffrages, ſince you've decreed ein. 


What, tho?” tis ſaid, to your reproach, 
Ye Viceroys love to raiſe and humble : 
Now, drag like brutes, his ent'ring coach, 

Then, at departure, rail and, grumble. 


Why ſhould not cits, fo ſage and ſtout, 
Their cenſures paſs on all their meaſures ; 
And haul them in, or kick them out, 
As ſuits beſt with their whims and pleaſures, 
Hail, Common Council! city's pride! 
From all its corp'rate guilds elected; 


What heavenly genius was your guide, 
When ye, thoſe candidates ſeleCted ? 


"Twas Napper Tardy, wond'rcus man, 
Dread foe to turbulence and faction, 
Twas he the glorious work began, 
And ſtill direQs the great tranſaction. 


Hail, Napper, patriot renowned 

Of freedom's ſons, the grand director; ; 
"Tis thine to rule the mob around, 

And guide the voice of each elector. 


Like Jove who rul'd of old the ſkies, 

At ſhake of thy tremendous noddle, 
Before thee oppoſition flies, 

Thro' bliſsful regions near the Poddle. 


In 


* 
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In vain ſhall Aldermen advance, | 
With pamper'd crowds behind them ranged ; 
They, by thy Gorgan Countenance, 
To ſtupid blocks ſhall all be changed. 


Thy countenance, which like the owl, 
Of wiſdom pure, Minerva's emblem; 

With ſage reſolves inſpires each foul, 
When in convention ycu aſſemble 'm. 


Thy Countenance like moon at full, 
Or magic ſpell hath always acted; 
With whimſies fills each empty ſkull, 

Ard ſets grave citizens diſtracted. 


Thy Countenance which city Lord 
In vain to grace his feaſt invited ; | . 
To whole requeſt didſt thou accord, By 
Thecity Dames had been delighted ! 


O, wert thou and thy Henry there, 

In merry jigg together prancing ; er 
Like merry apes and awkward bear, 

All had been charm'd with your dancing. 


But thy omnipotence of face, 
For purpoſe is reſery'd more glorious, 
Sh all bring vile courtiers to diſgrace, 
And render Patriots victorious. 


Thus with fad countenance the Knight 

Of wrongs La Mancha's fam'd redreſſer, 
W ith fancied giants ſought to fight, 

And with feign'd tyrant or oppreſſor. 
Then fince the Henries are thy choice, 

To the Tholſel now conduct 'em, 


Ard let each freedom give his voice 
As thou great Tandy ſhall inſtruct em. 


Huzza ! ye Liberty brave boys, 
Upon vour brawny ſhoulders rear *em ; 
And midſt tumultuous ſhouts and noiſe, 
To College- green, in triumph chair em. 
= Into 
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Into the houſe ſoon as they'll pop, 
(Of miniſterial guilt abhorrent) 

Like Atlas, each the State will prop, 
And ſtem Corruption's wide- ſpread torrent. 


By trade a ſoldiers always brave, 
And lawyer keen is in debating, 
So theſe your liberties ſhall fave, 
Or by their vap'ring or their prating. 


Then who'll aſſert you choſe not right, 
Since each can ſerve your purpoſe fully. 
For one can ſco!d, the other fight,” 
Like a fiſnmonger or a bully ? 
Tho' layers graſp at ſplendid fee, 
Ard ſoldiers pant for high promotion; 
Who'll fay of ſordid treachery, 
Theſe ever will retain the notion? 


Around them ſhall a furious band, 
Diſcarded placemen all, afſemble ; 
And ev'ry courtier in the land, 
Shall oa the treaſury benches tremble. 


The Whig Club then, and Robins Round, 
No more ſhall ſhew long diſmal faces ; 

No more at Ryan's ſorrow drown'd— 
With Penſions once more bleſt and Places. 


Once more ſhall they by Gn led, 
And to old principles adherent, 

The crown fnatch from their ſovereign's head. 
And it beſtow on Heir Apparent. 


Then ſage Ambaſſadors once more 

To Prince ſhall ſpeed with royal plunder ; 
Ard when they land on Britain's ſhore, 

Fill all with merriment and wonder. 


Like Blood, to ſteal the Crown they'd ſtrive, 
If with their purpoſe well it ſuited ; 

But when with it they ſhould arrive, 
By all they'd ſcoff'd at be and hooted, 


Then 
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Then ſhall we ſee great L. 


In ſchemes political, ſo clever, 
Fill Weſtmorland's deſerted place, 
And reign proud Viceroy here for ever. 
Then ſhall the 8 n's haughty Lord,- , 
Marquis and Penſioner created, 
And ruling at the Treaſury Board. 
Find his ambitious views com pleated. 
Then ſhall the P—ſonbites be ſtill, 
And ceaſe their grumbling and their gambling; 
Since ev'ry & ation they ſhall fill 
For which they've fifty years been ſcramblin g. 


Then F- s ſhall no more produce 
His ſelf-den ying ordinances ; 

No more for a ſuppos'd abuſe, 
Rob freemen from their deareſt franchiſe. 


Then Tom Turf ſportſman ſhall remain, 

With ſloutch'd hat, boots and leather breeches ; 
And when inſpired by champaign, 

Delight the houſe with patriot ſpeeches; 


Then no police we'll want by night, 
From robbers we ſhall all eſcape us, 
Since noſey George ſhall thieves aff right, 
Worſe than of old did fierce Priapus. 


Then ——— ſhall no longer prate, 

And play the libeller and jeſter, 
Nor —— with low Billinſgate, 

Till riſing morn our-ſenate peſter. 


r's Grace, 


Like others of their venal trade, 

Then ſhall we fee thoſe upſtart vermin, 
King's ſerjeants and Attornies made, 

And peaceful nod at laſt in er mine. 


E PIGR A NI. 


„ WHIEPER—dear Napper, von vord in your ear, 
Vee vill loſe de ſhitty election I fear,” 

No wonder,” fays Nap, ©* our hands are but few, 
Ard one of our ſhipmates Jean D=cl-z -u. 
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A N E W S O N G. 
Tux Drfir Ar or Facrion. 
1 unrl. ner wwith Moll Roe in the marning. 


J. 
I'LL tip you a ſong on the 'leQtion 
We had Yother day for Lord Mayor, 
That has ſunk all the Whigs in dejection, 
Their ſaction quite into deſpait, 
Their ſchemes and their plots are defeated, 
They've found they were all in the wrong, 
The loyal man could not be cheated, 
Our aws are too good and too ſtrong : | 
And long way they triumph in Ireland, 
Toll le roll ta liddle liddle lee. 
II. 


But when, to the town's ſatisfadtion, 
The C- I's decifion was known, 
I met with the Chief of the ſaction, 
«© Great ——7,” ſays I, “ you are down!“ 
« We'll riot,” quoth r, we'll riot,” 
« Confuſion ſhall now take the land!“ 
T laugh'd, and I *viſed him be quiet, 
For fear they would * Tuck ve mis HAD!” 
Oh, long may we triumph o'er Faction! 


II. 
Jack Doleful I met ſhortly after; 
Says Jack, ** this, indeed, is a blow,” 
I ſcarce can refrain me from laughter, 
His face was the picture of woe! 
My friend,” ſays I, ** keep up your fpirits, 
For although you have now got a check, 
* You'll find the reward of your merits — —“ 
My finger then ain'd at his neck ! 
And long may we triumph o'er faction. 
Sing toll de roll, &c. 
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4 IV. 
Then quickly I met with another, 
A man, whom they ſay was ſo baſe, 
Wich Faction to league gainſt his brother, 
And ſtrove to get into his place: 
D'ye ſee me, tis my way of thinking, 
Pd ne'er be a brother like him, 
For if that I ſaw My own ſinking, 
Together we'd fink or we'd ſwim. 
But that LACE he will never enjoy for't 
Sing foll de doll, &c. 
V. 
But fallen, dejected, deſpiſed, 5 
Pll ne er wage a war with the duſt ; | 
Let them puniſh the man who adviſed, 
To make an ill uſe of their truſt. 
Let us ſing the defeat of foul Faction, 
And loyally lend me your voice ; | 
That the country was fav'd from diſtraRion, 
Let Iriſhmen ever rejoice. -- 
And long may the laws be viQorious ; 
Sing toll de roll ta roll da dee, &c. 
i 


The GROANS of Nr wrownanns and Bancox; Or, 


the DEFEAT of the Jun To, 


A NEW SONG. 
By the Rev. Mr. Mox Time &, of Comber, 
Tun“ Come let us away to the Wedding.” 


COME let us away to Downpatrick, 
To ſee the rejoicings all there, 
The JunQion are now at their laſt trick, 
The Whigs are now fad in deſpair, 
Macgregor and Neddy are quaking, 
Sir Jacky looks blue on the cauſe, 
De Clifford with envy is ſhaking, 
'Cauſe Hillſborough gains the applauſe. 
Y 


(16a ) 
| | = 

« O damn this conteſted election, 

« Says Neddy, ** we all are undone, 
% Our party are now in dejection, 

« And all are quite ready to run; 
« A mortgage old Bangor muſt ſaddle, 

« To keep my poor carcaſe from jail, 
« Orelſe to Jerus'lem I'll waddle, 

« And ſet up my borough for ſale.” 


bi - All Newtown in ſackloth and aſhes, 
j : Are wailing their baby's defeat, 

, Their grief all deſcription ſurpaſſes, 
= Their voters begin to retreat. 
4 The Laird of Macgregot is weeping, 
a. | And barebones the uncle is fad, 
4 The bailiffs will ſoon be a ſweeping 
= The tenants, to pay for the lad. 

1 IV. 


The pow'rs of the Junction are blaſted, : 
Its members are falling away, 
Their foes are repeatedly toaſted, 
And gather new ſtrength ev'ry day, 
3 Huxza! for brave Hillſborough's party, 
in His Lordſhip's the people's beſt choice, | 
'q Let's join o'er a bottle all hearty, | | 
And ſing of Loxp HILL with one voice. of 
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Tube following poem Twas found in the fret, near Weſt Cate 


in Drogheda, by a genmtlemay who left it with the editor for in- 
fertion. It appears to have b een deſigned as an anſwer to ſome 


enquiries made by a Dablin correſ921dent, concerning the cele- 


bration of the centenat'y of the Boyne onthe 1/1 inſt Its merit as a 
poem is very moderate ; but as the writer ſeems to have ſome - 
aubat of a prophetic, though not much of a poetic, genius, we 

bope it will not be quite unacceptable to ſuch of our readers as 


awere diſappointed in the expectations they bad fermed of that 


ſßpectacle. 
Dear Dick, 


AN anſwer to yours I will i 1. | 

To tell what will hap on the firſt of July, 

At twelve when to Morphens' arms we're borne, 
The guns will be fired, to tell us tis morn !. 

Not ſuch guns as yours are, nay, don't think me ſinart, 
But H——-n's pop- guns that crack like a f—t. 
From this until noon I paſs o'er, for it's true 

T hat nothing will happen worth writing to you, 

But at mavelve / mighty hour! aſſiſt me each muſe, 
To relate thoſe great events—or—ſhould ye refuſe, 
Pray lend me, or ſteal me, good Apollo's lyre, 


Or—kindle my pipe at that heavenly fire, 
Which P. Pindar ſo lately did ſteal from the ſkies, 


And my incenſe henceforth from your altars ſhall riſe. 
At twelve, mighty hour! what buſtle, what noiſe ! 
Of ſquibs and of crackers, of fools and of boys, 

What orange cockades ! with what elegance made 
Did you ſee thein, you'd ſwear they were fools in parade. 
At twelve then, ſuppoſe them to have met altogether, 
Whether ſcorching or cold, whether dry or wet weather ; 
Sly Horace's tale of the Brunduſium Mayor, 
Was a trifle to this —or e'en Bartholemew fair, 
The order all fixed without further oration, 
To church they all go, ev'ry man in his ſtation ; 
Firſt the city regalia will paſs in review, 
And the ſervants, as order'd, will paſs two and two, 
Next appreaches—! want words —ah ! could I ſpeak latin! 
| Next aproaches—the PRO IT Sancho of N — / 
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After him comes the famous the great Facky Dandy 


Than whom not e' en Filch is at cunning more handy, 
Next comes the Recorder but faith I'm aſtray, 


For expreſſions his merit and worth to diſplay, 
The Aldermen next, in match'd pairs to be ſeen, 


As women pai rabbits, the fat and the lean ; 
Sheriffs-peers, common councilmen, then in ſucceſſion, 
With ſmiths and with bakers will cloſe the proceſſion, 
To church then they go, with red lillies adorn'd, 


Where ſervice divine will be duly perform'd. 


The pulpits then mounted by good maſter Spintext, 


Who from Job the unfortunate—thus takes his apt text 


Learn of me, for I'm humble” and this ye all know, 
I was once very high but am now very low, 

And then he'll proceed againſt Pope and Pretender, 
And launch out in praiſe of our mighty defender, 

In praiſe of the primate he'll go on again, 

While the people, I'm ſure, will all ſhout out Amen, 
In praiſe then of Sh—d whoſe mighty diſcerning 
Appointed a chaplain of ſuch wit and learning, 

He'll end his diſcourſe, and appeal to their own ſenſe, 
On reſiſtleſs ſubmiſſion and paſſive obedience. 

Proclaiming then peace, and enforcing the dues 

The mob patriotic he ſends from their pews. 

The rigatta next will take place on the quay, 

And by water ſet forward in naval array, 

My fimile ſure you will not take amiſs, 

But—the Cumberland cup was a noggin to this, 

The army now fire exact on the ſpot 

Where an excellent drubbing from Will, Jemmy got 
This buſineſs once over then back they will come, 


In dung boats and gabbards, with fife and with drum, 


But how until dinner their time they will ſpend 

I proteſt I can't tell you, nor gueſs, my dear friend; 

Yet at dinner ſuppoſe them all ſeated around 

Each Alderman gobbling calyes head by the pound, 

When the cloth is removed, ſoon the heart-checring glafs, 
In briſk circulation will certainly paſs. 

The Ku! cries the Governor, ſtraight at the ſound, 
With ſhouts of applauſe the wide hall will reſound. 


Next. 
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Next the FamiLyY Roy a L, will ſurely be given, 
And may they enjoy every bliſs under Heaven 
Then Ballymakinny great Sancho will halloa, 

A bumper to her ev'ry man muſt then ſwallow, 
With bumpering thus they will all ſoon be found, 
As David's ſow drunken and ftretch'd on the ground. 
The fire works laſt, ſhall be play'd from the mount. 

In fuch numbers as none ſhall be able to count, 

Thus this great celebration will all end in ſmoke, - 
While the town muſt confeſs *twas a mighty good joke. 

I conclude my dear friend without farther inditing, 

For you're tired of me, as I am of my writing. | 


June 28. B. S. KATEING. 
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A MONITIAL EPISTLE. 
To Tue CASTLEBUFFOON. 


Non ſumus ergo pares ! melior qui ſemper et on 
Node dieque poteſt alienum ſumere wul:um ; 
A facie jatare manus laudare paratus 
Si bene ructavit, fi redlum minxit am icus. 
Jv v, Sat. 4, 
O Tnov! whatever title pleaſe thine car, 
Maſter of Horſe, Buffoon, or Brogueoneer, 
Where noiſe; loud laugh, and impudence prevail 
Illuſtrious mimic, peerleſs J=-ph-—n hail ! | 
Whether by home-ſtarved diet you grow thinner, 
Or haunt the Caſtle, and get aſk'd to dinner 
Where ſkil'd to change the buſy ſtately ſcene, 
With tales of Paddy, or with jeſts obſcene, 
Fondly familiar by his Grace you fit, 
Enthroned like Querno “, arbiter of wit; 
The- long loſt fame of Mcuntebank ſupport, 
While folly reigns triumphant at the Court, _ 
ere 


Camillo Querno was of Apulia, He was introduced as Buffoon to 
Leo the Tenth and afterwards by him preferred to the honor of the Lau- 
rel, and became the iavariable attendant of his table and court. 


hw 
* 


1 ( 166 ) 


There in your ſphere aſſert the mimic cauſe, 
Ang gain the Courtier's and the Courts applauſe. 

There, with thy well-tuned brogue, and arch grimace, 
Difpel that gloom which haunts a Vjceroy's face, 
Lampoon the blund'ring genius of the nation, 

And gain his royal Engliſh admiration, 
Commend his parts, his Wit beyond compare, 
His taſte in ſnuff, or judgment in a flar, 

_ But more ſecure to proſper in your ends, 

= Burleſque his 2vi/eft, ſafeſt, firmeſt friends; 

1 Say Earsf—d's languid, Parn——1 a mere fool, 

Langr- ſhe inſipid, and John Foſt—r dull. 
Oh, while the fav'rite of the court you ſhine, 
The more laborious taſk of praiſe be mine. 

Say, ſhall an bumble muſe afpire to ſing, 

| How quaint, how droll you ſay the oddeft thing z 

! W hether thy imitative powers are ſeen . 

In mumbling Lif — rd, or loud Godfrey Gr——n ; 
4 Or, as H—wth's Earl, loud thund'ring from his coach ; 

* Or, in the blund'ring Biogue of Sir Boyle R- che 
| Whether you chooſe old R—wl—y's ferious ſtrain, 

Or ape Sir Harry H—rtft—ng's Ourar Outang vein ; 

= Or theſe groven ſtale you take another turn, 

4 a And now George Faulkner are, and now O Bern. 

ö | Oh, while you make each Iriſhman the teſt 

4 Of public ridicule and caſtle jeſt, 

4 Grieve not to think that ſtories will grow tale, 

[1 | That Churls will cane when Mimics will affail ; 
| Hi!s'd from the ſtage and hated by the town, 
Be bold and claim your title to renown, 

What tho” thy temples boaſt no laurel bruzh, 

A well paid penſion ſhall adorn thy brow. 5 
Go, while life's ſpirits revel in your veins, | 
And life with him who holds thy country's reins ; 
Teach him that ſcience to the wiſe unknown, 

JTo laugh at all men's feelings but his own ; 

To waſte his morns and precious afternoons, 
With ſpendthrifts, flatt'rers, jobbers and buff oons. 
Go and prolong his midnight ſcenes of diink, 

While Ireland's balance trembles on the brink» 
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WHALLEY'S EMBARKATION. : 
Tun z. Rutland Gigg.” 
* J. 
One morning walking George's-quay, 
A monſtrous crowd ſtopp'd up the way, 
Who came to ſee a ſight ſo rare, 
A ſight that made all Dublin ſtare; 
Balloons, a Vol. review, 
Ne'er gather d ſuch a crew, 
As there did take their ſtand 
This ſight for to command. 5 
Tol lol lol lol tl dal, 
II. 
Bucx WALL E v lacking much ſome caſh, 
And being uſed to cut a daſh, 
He wager'd full Ten thouſand Pound, 
He'd viſit ſoon the Holy Ground, 
In Lo#Tvs's fine Ship, 
He faid he'd take a trip, 
And Coftelle ſo fam'd, 
The Captain then was nam'd. 


III. 5 + 
From Park-ſtreet down thro? Callege-Green, 
This grand Proceſſion now was ſeen, 
The BoxinG CHAIRMEN fuſt mov'd on, 
To clear away the Blackguard throng 

Then WALL E v debonair, 

March'd forward with hisBz ax, 
* ArdLawLox too was there, 
Which made Loxp Naas to ſtare, 


| IV. | 
Says LawLon, © Whalley t my dear friend, . 
« My fage advice to you T'll lend; 


As you this bett will win no doubt, 
Vu ſhew you bow to lay it out; 
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* 
« And Moore (a) that dirty whelp, © 
I'm ſure will lend a help, 
With Box and Dice my buck, * ; 
„We'll all have charming luck.” — 3 2 
. e 
Next Heypon in her Vis-a-Vis, 2 
With Paint and Ribbons Smile and glee, 8 
As Aid de Camp cloſe by her Side, 
Lo x G Bos (b) the Turkey-Cock did ride; 
And GuiLyrorD's Lord came next, 
W ho ſeem'd extremely vext, | 
To ſee the Lady's Nob, 
So very cloſe to Bob. 
VI. 
Then came French Valets two and two, 
Buy Garlick you'd have ſmelt the crew, 
And large as any Shetland Hog, 
Came Watch the black Newfoundland dog, 
A Swiſs bore in the train, 
A BazBo oN with achain, 
The ſtripꝰd Poſt-chaiſe came by 
With ZARA and with FLy. (c) 
VII. 
In Phaeton and Six high rear'd, 
DuvDLey LorTus next appear'd, 
A Monkey perch'd was by his fide, 
Which look'd for all the world his bride ; 
Poor S1iNGLETON in black, 
Upon a dirty Hack, 
With heavy heart moy'd on, 
To ſee his friend begone. 
VIII. * 
Againſt the Council WHAaLLEy went, 
Of brother-in-law FiTz-PeETULANT, 
And Mr. F r z. felt forrow more 
Then when he went to fight with Ox R; 
; Joun 


() Karl of D. 6) Uniacke, (<) Two Lap-dogs. 


| £ 


1 8 * With freaming eyes was there, 


For ſear his brother Tou, 
Should r ne'er return home. 


IX. 
And now behold upon the ſtrand, 
This Cargo for the holy Land, 
Bears, Lap-dogs, Monkies, Frenchmen, Whores, 
Bear-Leaders, and dependents por; 
Brack Maxx, loung'd in this crews 
. (He'd nothing elſe to do | 
PEOPLE r on her horſe, 
Was RE) there or courſe. 
Fo 4 | 
His creditors poor men were there, | 
And in their looks you'd ſee deſpair, 
For Bailiffs he car d not a Louſe, 


Becauſe you know ** be's in the Houſe.” . 
Corr from the Barrack board, 


Swore by Great Temples Lord, 
This action to requite, 
To x ſhou'd be dubb'd a Knight. 
* 
There came along with JeMnmy Cure, 
As Commiſſaire ! Six Pappy Pure, 
Ben Ax THURE fam'd for bounty rare, 
(But that is neither bere or there) 
Sir King and Fifty Ben 
Are both hard Foneft men, 
If coſt them nought — and fo, 
They went to ſee the ſhew. 
XII, | 
Tus Boxixc Bisxor—and at his back 
Jacx Corre x, alias Paddy Whack, 
His Gx act had come (long may he live) 
His Benediction for to give; 
2 


70 lol Je! lol u 


He 


tie trod, (the? did not 8 
OnNazrtki Tandy” Noe, ; 7 


W bo lent his Grace a clout, 5 
| „d ſo they box d it ut. 
e 2 35 
Now all embarked this wotley _; 


Each minute leſſned to the view, 

And foon will plough the boiſtrous main, 

Wea'th, honour, and Renown to gain 

| Jerus'lems barren lands. 
And Egypts ereary ſands, © 
Like wand'ring Pilgrims toam, 

To bring mock Py home. 
47 


From cake Ten FIT Zz-GEZ RALD ſteers, 


His boat now trim'd in its beſt geers, 
To give Beau Whalley an eſcort, 
And ſee him ſafely out of port. 
And ina Fiſhing Boat, ad 
A Stern was Lyunpy Foor, 
Wich all his penny boys, 
To make a roaring noiſe, 


Pens. 


